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Lamar did not Join In the trip 
fight. His keen nostrils had caug] 
the smell of escaping gas. He remer 
bered all at once what Borden ha 
said: "My son is in that bedroom—d' 
ing!” And he ran to the bedroom doo 
opened it and entered. 

The two policemen, stalwart as th f 
were, found "Circle" Jim unexpected 
hard to subdue. The old man was ligh 
Ing like a beast at bay. Nor was i 
fighting to escape. For he made r 


right hand,” continued spuasy, ae* 
lighted with the interest his words 
evoked. “An' on the back of his 
hand they was a big red ring, like it 
was painted there.” 

"The Red Circle!" muttered La¬ 
mar; and just then he found the ring 
of the trapdoor. 

“Then he paused, as if in thought. 
Presently he took out one of his cards 
and scribbled on it: “Need Aid. Fol¬ 
low Boy.” 

“Take this card to the first police- 

he said. “Lead 


as he passed the crowd’s outskirts, 
and who had come up behind him) 
groaned aloud in mortal anguish, 
seized Ted by the nape of the neck 
and forcibly hauled him away. 

The watch’s owner bawled “Stop 
" and gave chase. The cry was 
i others in the crowd saw 
Jim dart nimbly into a by- 


cle” Jim caroming against a clean-cut 
young man who had just rounded the 
corner toward the gate. 

“ ’Scuse me, Mr. Lamar,” began the 
guard. “He—” 

Jim had recovered his balance and, 
disregarding the others, strode toward 
June; muttering angry incoherences 
Lamar, in one double gesture, slipped 
his own athletic body between the 
two and drew a revolver from his hip 
pocket. 

He leveled the weapon at Borden 
who instinctively threw up his hands. 
As he did so, the guard pinioned him 
from behind. 

“Here,” said Lamar, briskly, as he 
pocketed the revolver and pulled out 
a pair of shining little handcuffs. 
“Help me put these on him.” 

“No! No!” begged June. “It was 
my fault Please let him go. Please 
do!” 

Lamar shrugged his shoulders. 

“Turn him loose,” he ordered the 
guard. 

And “Circle” Jim scuttled off, down 
the street, like a bullet-grazed wolf. 

Lamar turned to June, raising his 
soft hat 

“I hope he didn’t frighten you,” he 
said. “Really, you shouldn’t have in¬ 
terceded for him, just now. If you 
had let us arrest him—” 

“I’m glad I didn’t,” she made an¬ 
swer. “And thank you for coming to 
my aid, Mr. Lamar. “Oh, here is my 
mother. I want you to meet her.” 

As Lamar helped the two ladies into 
their car, a few minutes later, he had 
the Joy of hearing June say: 

“Won’t you come and see us—and 
tell us more about your work?” 

Sputtering some half-coherent reply, 
the usually cool-headed man stood 
staring in foolish happiness after the 
car. 

With a start he came to himself. 
He had hastened to the prison to see 
“Circle” Jim Borden released, and to 
follow him. And—all because of one 
girl—he had quite forgotten Jim’s 
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street, still propelling the half-stupe¬ 
fied youth ahead of him. 

As father and son rounded the cor¬ 
ner, Max Lamar was crossing the 
lower end of the Square. He heard 
the cries; saw the chase begin, and 
had a fleeting glimpse of Borden just 
before he and Ted disappeared. 

The man for whom Max had vainly 
been searching all afternoon! La m a r 
whipped out a police whistle, blew a 
shrill blast, then ran at full speed 
down the street around whose cor¬ 
ner Borden and Ted had vanished. 

With Lamar, a brace of policemen 
and a score of volunteer man-hunters 
in hot pursuit, Borden continued his 
flight 

Down one street, across another 
he raced; the pursuit ever within 
sound and once or twice within sight. 
Into the mouth of an alleyway he 
plunged and on till he reached a spot 
where a poster-decked fence adjoined 
the corner of a building. 

There was a foot or so of space be¬ 
tween building and fence. 

He shoved the panting Ted through 
this opening; followed; pushed the 
loosened board back in place and 
stood an instant to get his breath. 

He and his son were in a disused 
lumberyard. His hasty glance met no 
human being. But that was because 
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where in town that no outsider was 
ever able to find. It may be worth 
hunting for. He has a son, too, knock¬ 
ing around the city. A cheap tough, 
of the cigarette-eating type. I sup¬ 
pose he’s arranged to meet him. He’ll 
bear watching, too, now that his old 
man’s out.” 


man you can find, 
him here, and then go somewhere and 
have an ice cream cone debauch. 
Hurry now! Chase!” 

As Spudsy scampered off on his mis¬ 
sion Max Lamar drew his revolver 
and stepped down through the trap¬ 
door into the passage beyond. 

Along that same passageway, not 
five minutes earlier, “Circle” Jim Bor¬ 
den had propelled his drunken son. 
Through what seemed to Ted a mile 
of underground wanderings, they sped. 
At last, Jim had pushed upward. An¬ 
other trapdoor had yielded to the push, 
and the father and son had crawled 
out of the passage into a poorly fur¬ 
nished and ill-lighted room. 

A bedroom adjoined this first dusty 
apartment. These rooms had foi* 
years been Jim Borden’s unsuspected 
hiding place. 

Jim partly led, partly carried him 
into the adjoining bedroom and threw 
him heavily upon the cot, which, with 
one chair, formed the room's sole fur- 
Ted took scant note of his 


FIRST INSTALLMENT 


NEVERMORE! 


If you feel a craving to call me 
nes,” Max Lamar used to say, “call 


even a dove of peace. But, unless 
you want to start trouble, don’t call 

I’m not a detective. 


Max Lamar was not the prison’s only 
voluntary guest that noon. The grim 
old archway leading to hopelessness 
was graced by the presence of two 
women who were frequent and- wel¬ 
come visitors to the place—June 
Travis and her sweet-faced mother. 

June was a girl of rare beauty, both 
of soul and of face. Impatient at the 
idle, futile life of the girls in her own 
walk of life, she had chosen to change 
much of her comfortable leisure into 
toil in behalf of released prisoners. 

Today June had heard that "Circle” 
Jim Borden’s sentence was to expire 
at noon. So noon found her and her 
mother in the warden’s office, await¬ 
ing the convict’s appearance. 

The door of the warden’s office 
opened. A keeper stepped into the 
room, ushering in a square-built man 
of fifty. 

The man with the keeper was clad 
in an ill-fitting suit of gray; bearing 
in its every badly cut line the unmis¬ 
takable sign of “prisonmade.” 

Yet, in that heavy face were marks 
of intellect, character, power. At 
sight of him, June's heart gave a 
queer little throb. She did not know 
why. 

The warden rose to his feet, smil¬ 
ing, and stretching out his hand to 
the newcomer. 

“Good-by, Jim,” he said, pleasantly, 
“I hope you’re going to take a brace 
this time. You can do it, if you try. 
There’s plenty of chance for you yet. 


me a detective 
I am a crime specialist. 

He had served for years on the 
city’s crack central office detective 
while he was still un¬ 


squad. Then, 
der thirty, he had laid down enough 
money and laid up enough reputation 
to leave the force and go into busi¬ 
ness for himself. 9 

In his office sat Lamar, one spring 
morning, trying to coax a sulky cigar 
into good behavior and, between puffs, 
dictating a letter to Edith Hayes, his 
stenographer. t 

A clerk hurried in from the ante¬ 
room, laid a special delivery letter on 
his chief’s desk and vanished again 
into his own domain. At sight‘of the 
envelope’s handwriting some of the 
unusual laziness left Lamar’s face and 
manner. At a glance down the single 
official sheet of paper as he ripped 
It from the envelope, the very last 
trace of indolence was gone. 

“Miss Hayes,” he said, “the ball 
game to day will lack its most ardent 
fan. And never mind finishing that 
letter. I’ll have to get out of here 
in”—looking at his watch—“in just 
twenty minutes. I’ve got to go to 
prison.” 

“Mr. Lamar!” stammered the girl, 
still too new in her employer’s service 
to know when he was in earnest. 

“It’s true,” he answered. “Listen to 
this.” 

He picked up the note and read 
aloud: 

“Mr. Max Lamar, Crime Specialist. 

“My Dear Max: ‘Circle’ Jim Borden 
goes free again at noon today. Since 
you entered private practice I have 
no one familiar with the methods of 
this master crook. Please keep an eye 
on him. RANDOLPH ALLEN, 

“Chief of Police.” 

“I—I don’t understand,” said the 
stenographer. “If you’re in business 
for yourself, why should the chief of 
police be giving you orders?” 

“He isn’t. He’s giving me a chance. 
A chance he knows I’d be willing to 
pay for with a couple of my eye teeth. 


nishing 

surroundings and was soon in a drunk¬ 
en sleep. 

Jim, spent with his run, collapsed 
upon the rickety chair beside the cot 
and looked down in gloomy disgust 
upon his snoring son. 

“The last of the Bordens!” he 
mused. “We two. My son and I. I 
hoped—I was fool enough to hope— 
back there In that hell of a living 
tomb—that Ted might redeem us. 
That he might prove to be the salva¬ 
tion of our name. And now—a thief. 
The cheapest, meanest, lowest type of 
thief! There’s no hope. The sooner 
the Bordens go, the sooner a menace 
to society will be done away with. We 
must go; he and I.” 


"On the Back of His Hand They Was 
a Big Red Ring!” 

hand toward him, so that the pistol 
muzzle pressed against his own body 
just above the heart. 

The same wrench enabled Jim to 
force aside the policeman’s trigger 
finger. His own forefinger slipped 
inside the trigger guard. 

One pressure of the finger and the 
shot was fired. 

The policemen relaxed their hold, 
as Jim Borden spasmodically leaped in 
air and staggered backward, a .44 
bullet through his heart. 

The big body hurtled to the floor 
and lay there. 

“Circle” Jim Borden, corner.ed, had 
killed himself. 

The officers were roused from the 
momentary reaction following their 
death battle by the appearance of La 
mar, who reeled out of the bedroom, a 
gush of pungent gas-reek enveloping 
him. 

In his arms, Max bore a lifeless 
body. The body of Ted Borden. 

Entering the bedroom, Lamar had 
been well-nigh overcome by the 
fumes of gas that had by this time 
turned the tiny place into a veritable 
asphyxiation chamber. 

He had caught up the one rickety 
chair and, stifling and dizzy, had 
smashed open the window with it. 
After leaning out for a moment, to get 
back his breath and to steady the 
whirling of his brain, he had crossed 
to the bed, seized Ted’s limp body and 
had borne it out to the purer air of 
the next room. 

There he laid the boy beside hie 
father and, kneeling, felt his pulse and 
listened at the narrow chest for sound 
of heartbeats. 

Presently he rose, a new solemnity 
in his alert eyes. Turning to the two 
panting officers, he said, very quiet¬ 
ly: 

“Our work here is done. They are 
both dead. It is—it is the end of the 
Red Circle!” 


His professionally cheerful voice 
gradually died away, and his out¬ 
stretched hand dropped to his side 
as he saw the sullen contempt in the 
convict's sunken eyes. 

“Circle” Jim said no word in reply. 
He made no move to accept the prof¬ 
fered hand. Then, as the warden 
ceased to speak, the man turned to 
leave the room. 

“Hold on, Jim,” interposed the war¬ 
den. “This young lady wants to speak 
to you.” 

“You are going to let me help you,” 
she pleaded. “You are going to let 
me be of use to you—to be your 
friend?” 

“Friend!” grimly repeated Borden, 
the prison “rasp” making his deep 
voice sound as though it needed oil¬ 
ing. “Friend? Hell!” 

“But I want to help you!” she 
urged, undaunted. “I want you to 
make a man of yourself. It is not too 
late. If not for your own sake, then 
for your wife's—” 

A spasm of pain twisted the heavy 
features. But at once he regained 
control of himself. 

“My wife,” he said, shortly, “is 
dead.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry! so sorry,” said 
June in quick sympathy. “But—but 
surely you have someone — some 
daughter or son—for whose sake you 
can live honestly. Some son, perhaps, 
for whom you can set a splendid ex¬ 
ample of manhood—of—” 

“Circle” Jim shook away her gentle 
hand, in a violent shudder. Then he 
bolted from the room, pushing past 
the keeper who. after an inquiring 
glance at the warden, let him go. 

“You see how it is, Miss Travis,” 
began the warden. 

But June was not there. She had 
sped after the retreating convict. 
Mrs. Travis, worried at her daughter’s 
impetuous pursuit of such a hopeless 
case, bade the warden good-by and 
followed. 

Meantime, as a guard threw open 
the gate leading from the prison to 
the street outside, June caught up 
with Borden. 

“I hurt your feelings, I’m afraid,” 
she accosted him timidly, as he 
paufeed a moment, irresolute, on the 
pavement. “But I didn’t mean to. 
Honestly, I didn’t. And I’m sorry. 
Please forgive me, Mr. Borden. I 
know how bitterly you must feel to¬ 
ward everyone. But I do want you to 
let me do something for you. If it 
angers you to have me talk to you, 
won’t you at least take this, to help 
you along until you can find steady 
work?” 

As she spoke, she drew from her 
wristbag a little roll of bills; and 
thrust them into the convict’s cal¬ 
loused left hand. 

The well-meant act scourged Bor¬ 
den, from contemptuous apathy, into 
flaming rage. His gnarled fist gripped 
tight on the money, crushing it to a 
wad. Then he flung it to the pave¬ 
ment and turned sharply away. 

Again the girl sought to detain him. 
At her touch he whirled savagely up¬ 
on her; his lips drawn back from his 
yellowed teeth; his left fist, clenched 
and half-raised, as if to strike. 

This was too much for the chivalrous 
gate guard. He flung himself upon 
Borden, catching the upraised arm 
and thrusting him back from the 
frightened girl. The thrust sent “Cir¬ 


He checked himself; the big shoul¬ 
ders tensing; head thrust forward, 
eyes alight. For, almost under his 
feet, he heard a muffled sound of some¬ 
one stumbling in the dark. 

Borden understood. His secret hid¬ 
ing place had been discovered. 

Noiselessly, he slipped to the trap 
door, and stood crouching and alert 
Just behind its hinge. A second later, 
the trap began to rise. Inch by inch 
it was lifted from below. 

A pistol muzzle protruded from the 
narrow opening; then a hand, an arm, 
and a human head. 

One lightning look revealed to the 
crouching Borden the face of Max 
Lamar. In the same instant, “Circle” 
Jim launched himself upon his foe. 
He seized Max by the wrist and, 
with one mighty tug, dragged him up 
into the room, slamming the trap shut 
behind him. 

“Hands up!” snarled Borden. “Up! 
Up!—So!” 

He stood for a moment glaring in 
cold triumph at his helpless enemy. 

Then he spoke; slowly, hungrily, 
from between hard-clenched teeth. 

“Sit down!” he said. 

“Max Lamar,” he said in the same 
slow, deep voice that robbed his words 
of any melodrama taint, “You’ve sent 
me to prison three times. Now, I’ve 
got you.” 

Lamar’s eye roved from the black 
pistol muzzle to the scarred hand that 
held it so menacingly. 

“I see you still have the Red Circle, 
Jim,” he said, as if to make con versa-’ 
tion. 

He was playing for time. 

“Red Circle,” repeated Borden, 
dully. “Yes. The Red Circle. It is 
still there, on my hand. Always there. 
And it has always marked one mem¬ 
ber in every generation of my family. 
And the person it marked has always 
been a criminal. 

“Here it ends,” said Borden again; 
“I am going to wipe out the curse by 
wiping out my family. My son is in 
that bedroom—dying. I shall go next. 
With this gun I am going to shoot 
myself, after I have squared an old 
score by killing you.” 

Borden, as he spoke, raised the re¬ 
volver a few inches, and his finger 
tightened on the trigger. Lamar, 
gathering all his strength, lunged sud¬ 
denly forward, clutching Jim’s wrist 
and twisting it to one side. The bul¬ 
let went wild. In another instant, the 
table was overturned, and the two 
men locked /in furious embrace. 

Presently, in the deathlock, Lamar’s 
fingers found the catch that held the 
pistol’s cylinder in place. One sharp 
pressure and he had “broken” the re¬ 
volver, sending the remaining car¬ 
tridges pattering harmless to the floor. 

Jfm released his hold on the useless 
weapon and snatched with both hands 
for Lamar’s throat. But before the 
grip could be gained or guarded, he 
recoiled a step; his eyes glassy and 
staring; his wild gaze fixed on some¬ 
thing behind Max. 

Up through the trapdoor two police¬ 
men were climbing—summoned by 
Sudsy as they had stood chatting to¬ 
gether on a street corner. 

With a roar of fury, Borden snatched 
up the overturned table and hurled it 
with all his force at the charging po¬ 
licemen. 


m Afraid! 


feet eight inches tall, and he was the 
only son and heir of the garbage-col¬ 
lector who lived two doors down the 
alley. 

Spudsy had long ago discovered the 
unused old lumberyard, and had con¬ 
verted it into a pirate ship; with a 
pile of corner boards as quarter-deck. 

This afternoon, as he paced his 
quarter-deck, growling merciless orders 
to his imaginary crew. Spudsy was 
suddenly aware of the two men who 
burst into the yard. 

He saw the elder of the two men— 
a gray-maned, ghastly-faced old fellow 
—release the younger man whom he 
had been grasping by the collar. He 
saw the old fellow drop on his knees 
and dig in the timber debris like a 
dog that is digging for woodchucks. 
He saw him push his hand downward 
into the mass of shavings and shin¬ 
gles and grope for something. 
Then he saw him lift a trapdoor, to 
whose top a coating of chips and 
scantling ends still adhered. 

The man lifted the trapdoor part 
way, shoved the younger man in 
through the opening; crawled through 
it after him, and lowered the trapdoor 
above them so carefully that the 
scraps of wood were not disturbed. 

Spudsy stared, goggle-eyed. Here 
was the most delightful mystery of 
the centuries. The woodyard was 
not only a pirate ship. It was a treas¬ 
ure cave as well. Cautiously he climbed 
down from the quarter-deck and made 
for the spot where the trapdoor had 
been raised and lowered. He bent 
over the trap, brushing away the con¬ 
cealing wood. Then he saw a shadow 
fall across the debris and he looked 
up. Over him stood a man—tall, well 
dressed;his firm mouth just now smil¬ 
ing friendlily down upon the cringing 
child. 

“Digging for gold, Johnny?” he 
asked pleasantly; and at sound of the 
kind voice Spudsy’s fright vanished. 

“No, sir,” answered the boy. "I’m 
just lookin’ fer the place where them 
two guys ran into the ground.” 

“Into the—what?” demanded Lamar, 
in quick interest. 

“Into the ground,” responded 
Spudsy. “They beat it into here 
through that place in the fence an’ 
one of ’em—an old geezer with gray 
hair—he digs here a minute an’ then 
he ups with a trapdoor an’ down they 
scoots.” 

Max Lamar was on his knees, fran¬ 
tically pushing the chips and shingles 
to left and right. 

“He boosts up the trap with his 


Ted Borden was out of a job. This 
was no novelty to him. Though he 
was barely twenty-two, this was the 
eighth position he had managed to 
lose. There were but three things 
on earth in which the lad felt even 
a languid interest. These were 
cigarettes, ten-cent whisky and loaf¬ 
ing. 

This morning he had come to the 
factory two hours late. A little after 
noon he had secretly lighted a 
cigarette in the varnish room. The 
superintendent had caught him at it, 
in time to avert a blaze, and had 
forthwith discharged him. 

With half a week’s pay in his pock¬ 
et, Ted had repaired to the Golden 
Star saloon, the headquarters of his 
select crowd of friends. 

At the end of an hour Ted' had 
slouched out of the place, penniless; 
considerably more than half-drunk. 

Ted had had a vague idea of going 
to the ball game. Now that that was 
out of the question, he presently de¬ 
cided to loaf around to the square 
in front of the Chronicle office and 
watch the score. 

Ted knew his father was a crook. 
And he had always resented Jim’s ef¬ 
forts to keep him straight, deemed 
those pitiful attempts the acme of 
hypocrisy. 

Ted had reached the Square. He 
paused in the outer fringe of the 
throng that watched the baseball bul¬ 
letins. His gaze fell on the portly 
meridian of the man standing next to 
him. 

The man was staring ecstatically 
upward at the score board. His coat 
was open. From the pocket of his 
jutting waistcoat hung a jeweled 
watchfob. 

Ted’s mouth grew dry and his dull 
eyes brightened. Hot temptation 
gripped and shook him. 

So intent did his every faculty all 
at once become that he did not hear 
a man come up behind him, halt ab¬ 
ruptly and murmur his name. 

Out crept Ted’s hand, nearer and 
neared to the coveted watch. Now 
his fingertips had closed lovingly on 
the fob. Then, at the same time, 
two things happened. 

The watch’s owner felt the touch of 
the clumsy fingers, glanced down¬ 
ward; made a grab at the nicotine- 
stained digits and shouted “Thief!” 
On the same instant "Circle” Jim Bor¬ 
den (who had caught sight of his son 


•last report was made. Max Lamar* 
work of “keeping an eye” on Ji® 
Borden was finished for all time. 

From police headquarters he set out 
toward his own office. 
the Red Circle tragedy 
heavy upon him 


The horror ot 
was still 
His own part in it 
and his narrow escape from death had 
left a mark on his usually steady 
nerve. 

He was tired of gruesome mysteries 
He wanted something to take his min> 
off the events of the past two days. 

June Travis had asked him to ca! 
He intended to take her at her wore 

Just then a limousine that had beer 
drawn up beside the curb, just in f r0 " 
of him, started off. Carelessly, Lamar 
glanced at it. He could not see the 
occupants. He had no special desire 
to see them. 

But he was attracted by the sigh 
of a woman’s hand—white, shapely 


He Pushed the Panting Ted Through 
This Opening. 

That’s why he wrote to me. Old 
‘Circle’ Jim is my quarry. I’ve landed 
him three times for the chief, and it 
looks as if I were going to make it a 
foursome. Jim can’t keep out of jail. 
Because he can’t keep out of crime. 
And he can’t keei# out of crime on 
account of the Red Circle.” 

“The Red Circle,” she echoed. “A 
circle of anarchists?” 

“No. A circle of Jim Borden’s. A 
circle on the back of his right hand. 
A circle he gets his nickname from. 
A red birthmark, like a hoop or ring, 
in the flesh of the hand. Sometimes 
it hardly shows. Sometimes it blazes 
an angry crimson. He—” 

“But what has a birthmark got to 
do with his being a criminal?” asked 
the puzzled girl. “1 don’t see—” 

“Neither do I. But it’s true. I’ve 
heard some sort of a rigmarole about 
this birthmark running through his 
family ever so far back, and that when¬ 
ever it appears it’s a sign of a crimi¬ 
nal. All nonsense, perhaps. I don’t 
know. But I do know that old ‘Circle’ 
Jim Borden is one of the craftiest, 
most inveterate criminals in this state. 
And if he’s out of prison it means 
trouble to the whole community. 
There was a yarn at headquarters that 
the old fox has a hiding place some- 
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ahe slipped out of the shapeleesty en¬ 
veloping black coat The coat was 
lined with White aattn The woman a 
dmss also was snow white. With 
Quick aklll. ahe proceeded to fold the 
coat inside out. In aurh war that no 
portion of the black was risible Then 
she draped It carelessly orer her 
white-sleeved arm. 

Raising both hands to ber head ahe 
undid the thick black roll, took it off. 
rolled it Into a ball and tossed It into 
tho bushes. 

A black-clad woman, shrouded In 
an impenetrable roll, had entered the 
thicket. Less than a minute later, a 
Kiri In white dress and white ioqus 
and carrying on her arm a white wrap, 
emerged upon the farther path, and 
sauntered In leisurely fashion toward 
the park's opposite entrance. 

Once, she glanced nervously at the 
back of ber right hand. But at once 
her frown of apprehenalon cleared 
nway. The Red Circle had again bo- 
come invisible. 

l-amnr. hastening along the path, 
with Grant and the chief, saw a beau¬ 
tiful girl, all in white, coming toward 
him around a bend In the walk. At 
a glance he recognised her. 

"Miss Travis!" he exclaimed, clasp¬ 
ing the white hand she held out to 
him "This is good luck! I didn't 
know this park was a favorite walk 
of yours " 

"Oh but It is'" laughed June. '1 
love |( It's so quiet and pretty. But 
1 didn't expert to And a busy detective 
wandering dreamily about In It. I 
though! detectives were alwaya—” 

"Crime specialist, please. Miss Tra¬ 
vis," Interrupted I .a mar That la. If 
you don’t mind. If you knew how I 
hate that word, 'detective—" ” 

She become aware of his compan¬ 
ions. who stood a pace or two distant, 
fuming st tb* delay. 

■ I won't detain you. Mr. Crime Spe¬ 
cialist; she said, gaylv; adding, as 
she moved away But, don't forget, 
you promised to call and tell roe about 
your work." 

Did you suppose I could forget It?" 
he made answer And—may I call 
tomorrow afternoon' Are you going 
to be at home'" 

"Why, yea. Please come then. 
Good by " 


vns In my vault Just now. the door 
was shut on mo ami a lot of notes of 
people who owe me money were stolen 
out of my desk. 

"My clerk Bays ho saw a veiled wom¬ 
an go Into mv office. She was seen 
coming out again with a handful of 
documents bound up In a rubber band. 
And when ] went down to my car." he 
continued In mounting excitement. 
' she'd stolen that. too. And my chauf¬ 
feur." 

"What was the number!" asked tho 
chief, taking out a pencil and draw¬ 
ing a scratch-pad toward him. 

"The number of my car! It was 
126.694," 

"The deuce it was"’ cried J.aroar. 
dropping tho llcen o book and strid¬ 
ing forward. laimar produced a card 
and handed It t« t hief Allen 

That 8 the number 1 Jotted down." 
he said. "The number of the car w ith 
the Red Circle woman In It." 

"126,694!" read the chief. 

"What's that? What* that?" de¬ 
manded Grant eagerly. 

Brusquely he snatched the card from 
the chief. It slipped from his awk¬ 
ward fingers as be grasped It. and fell 
to the floor beneath the window sill 

Grant stooped to pick It up. As ho 
rose, hfs gar* fell on the busy street 
Just outside, with Its hurrying traf¬ 
fic on atdewalk and asphalt. At the 
same moment a big automobile wrlg 
r?ed out of a vehlcle-Jam and flashed 
past the window Gram gave one in 
credulous look, then bawled: 

"There's my car.' There It Is, now! 
Ece'" 

"Come on!" exclaimed tho chief as 
ho bolted from the room with I,araar 
and Grant at hla heels 

At the outer entrance of police head¬ 
quarters a motor cycle policeman was 
dlsmouunng. 

"Follow that car!" ordered tho chief. 
"That llmoualne there. Th« number's 
126.G94 Got It'" In tho alley at the 
side of police headquarters a depart¬ 
mental automohlle was awaiting The 
chief gave s swift command to Its 
drowsing chauffeur, then Jumped Into 
the tonneau. Lamar and Grant piling 
In after him. 

Some time later, they bad come to 
a Jarring standstill alongside the au¬ 
tomobile they sought. It was stand- 


piece of paper lying on the hearth 
She picked It up On the unburnod 
half of the paper, ahe read 

Seven daye from data, or—to pay 
George Grant ten—third Inetallment on 
my loan of fifty—plue Interest st the 
rate—per week. Total payment due 
$19— Signed Jea. Bro— 

Mary puzzled over tho fragment In 
itark perplexity To her. It meant 
nothing And she could not under¬ 
stand how her darling should have 
happened to possess such a thing or 
why she had tried to burn It. But aa 
she placed the morning newspaper on 
the table, for June, a few minutes 
later, the old woman's gaze fell on 
these staring headlines 
VEILED WOMAN IN BLACK 

ROBS LOAN BROKER GRANT 
Notes of Clients. Owing Money. Are 
Mlealng—Thief "Borrows” Vic¬ 
tim's Auto and Escapes. 

Mary let the newspaper fall to the 
floor from her inert hand Again ahe 
examined the charred note And now 
she knew what It was 


lined fare paling and an nnaccotw- 
able shudder convulsing her ilend 
old body. 

"Well." resumed June. "Just a few 
hours after I left the prison, all at 
once I had the etrangoat eenaatlon. it 
seemed to start In my brain and go au 
over me It wae as If aomethlng haa 
snapped. In my eoul. I can't axplaln 
It. And the strangest Impulses came 
•urging through my mind I—I »•** 
like a criminal!" 

"Dearie 1 " ” 

"I did I Mt as a criminal most 
feel I frit a craving to commit 
crime, a love for Its perils, a hideous 


vsircicv/ Terkurve 

^AUTHOR'OF “THE FIGHTER.” "CALEB CON¬ 
OVER." “SYRIA FROM THE SADDLE." ETC. 

NOVELIZED FROM RATHE PHOTO PLAY OF 
THE SAME NAME BY WILL M. RITCHEY. 


nipnt in hr signen by Sir lierneri 
Beerbohm Tree. Ihe lessee of Hjs 
Majesty's Theatre, by which the 
Triangle Film Corporation of N>w 
York "ill be enabled to market, 
films for its service depicting 
pi:,vs ill whit’ll the English actor 
wili appear. Sir Herbert sails for 
New York within a month s time 
and on his arrival there will at¬ 
tach his signature to the papers bv 
which he will obligate himself for 
a period of thirty weeks 

The sum to be paid the actor 
knight is -said to he one or the 
largest ever offered to a dramatic 
star, cash in excess of $100.000 be- 


•cere, be slumped Into hi* desk chair. 
But. suddenly. If the chair were up¬ 
holstered with bornet-etloga, ho leaped 
, to bis feet again, with a yell that 
brought hie employees In the outer 
office* crowding wonderlngly to the 
door. 

Papers were scattered In every dl 
rectlon. and drawer* and pigeonholes 
were open—and empty! Feverishly, 
Grant looked from pigeonhole to pig 
eonbole. 

Every last one of them bed been 
ransacked and every document had 
been stolen from them' 

"Cleaned out'" croaked Grant, daz¬ 
edly. "Robbed 1 . I've—I've been 

; robbed!'* 

"Which of you has been In tbla room 
In the last half hour?" be B*kod, aa 
unconcernedly as he could force hla 
dry throat to voice the query. 

For a moment no one answered 
Then Satis timidly volunteered: 

"T was In here, air, about twenty 
minutes ago. Maybe twenty-five min- 
j utea or—" 

"What in blazes were yon doing In 

here?" 

"I juat stepped Inside the door, air.'* 
quarered Finals, "to show in the lady." 

"The lady?" snapped Grant. "What 
lady?" 

"Why. why. the lady who bad the 
appointment with you. sir She said 
•he'd met you In the hall and yoo'd 
told her to wall In your own office. 
She—'* 

"I haven't met any woman in th» 
hall," denied Grant, "irod I didn't tell 
anyone to wait h»re for me. What 
was her name"’ 

"She—she dldn t say, sir. I sup¬ 
posed—" 

"'Young or old?" demanded Grant. 

*T—I don't know. sir. She—" 

"You wall-eyed idiot!" roared Grant, 
"d‘ ye meau to tell me you haven't 
sense enough to know whether a wom¬ 
an Is young or old?" 

' Not when she's all swathed np In 
a heavy black veil, like that ladv. sir." 
answered Saals. "and with a big, 
loose, black coat that hides her fig¬ 
ure." 

"I seen her. Mr Grant," shrilled the 
office boy. 'T didn't see h*r enrue In 
But I seen her go out. 'Bout five mln- 
ntos ago. It was She had a bunch of 
papers she was carryln ." 

Grant waited to hear no more. 
Snatching his hat. he sprinted lor the 
street. 

He had left his automobile at the 
curb in front of his office 
Half way across the pavement Grant 
hailed, mouth ajar. The car was not 
there. Neither was the chauffeur 
George Grant turned In rage upon 
the building s special policeman who 
was standing in front of the entrance 
"Blake!" he demanded, "where In 
blazes is my car’ I told Garrice to 
stay here till 1 came out. Did you 
move him on'" 

"Me'*' said the policeman. “No. 
Indeed Someone else-did. though. 
'Bout five minutes back. A woman—'* 
"A woman?" 

"In a long black coat and a black 
veil ' 

He summoned a passing taxi and 
tumbled aboard 

"Police headquartera'" he com¬ 
manded. 


SYNOPSIS. 


»*C5p-I» Jim" Bortlvo, who 0«rlv»» hla 
Buotvd r.ara# from au angry rad birth¬ 


mark on the back of hta rt*h- hand, li 
about ,o be ralatard from prison ansi 
■Sewing hla third tarro. It Is a mattar o! 
{history that ons tnambar „f awry gvosra- 


fdon or tha B.rdoo family n*a boon brand- 
ad with tbs Had Circle lurihmark and that 
seem bar baa always baan a criminal. JItn 
■1 his wayward son Ted Borden, are 
(ha only known living rcpraaamailias of 
tie Bor-1 ar. kin. Jla» lamsr. s dstacilva 
fs detailed to keap as eya on "ctreia Jim." 
Buna Travis and har mother, roarnbara of 
Cl* Wanlthy aat who ora Intares'ad in loa 
inform 6f ax-convleu, meat Bordan a* ha 
U released. “Circle Jim" catches hla son 

S tk# act art eraeilng. Reaming that his 
mllr Is a mrnaca to society he entare 
«i» bedroom where Tad I* alaaplrig and 
ITOrns on the gas. Meanwhile. Lamar 

J iancaa upon an a Oder ground passage 
hara "Olrojs Jim" haa taken refuge and 
In a fight. Jim la killed "The last of tha 
Bordens and tha and of the Red Circle." 

C ys Lamar. Bui tha next day h* la as- 
anded by tha sight of a woman a hand 
Outside a curtained automobile, shewing 
the Red ClrCI* on the white flesh Lamar 
Bermbiaa down tha number on the license 
Rials. 


Mr. George Grant had come lato to 
his office that morning He was In th« 
sort of humor that makes a poisonous 
snake bite Itself and die 

There was but one gleam of comfort 
In Grant a sour heart this bright morn 
Ing And that was hla belief that the 
men whose names were signed to the 
missing documents would nol know of 
the theft. 

The task of bluffing these poor delin¬ 
quents promised to be absurdly easy. 

And presently, as he aat morbidly 
gloating over such scenes,Grant s first 
opportunity came A name was brought 
In to him. Joseph Brown had called, 
begging for a word alone with him 
Grant smiled happily 
"Tell him to come In." said Grant, 
gleefully, as the caller was announced 
Brown came into the Inner office, clad 
in his working clothes Generally on 
such visits h» paused at the ihreshold 
and meekly waited his master s leave 
to advance toward the desk 
But today he walked confidently up 
to Grant, his tanned face one broad 
grin Without troubling to say Good 
morning" ho handed Grant a folded 
letter Then 

"That's all." he remarked. "Rye bye. 
vou slimy old money spider. I'm out of 
your dirty net—for keeps " 

He turned and swaggered out of the 
room before the astounded Grant could 
so much as swear at him The letter 
was typewritten and very brief. It 
ran 

Mr. Joseph Brown: The note* 
which you gave George Grant for a 
loan at outrageous Interest late* Have 
been destroyed. Therefore, your debt 
i* cancelled. 

One Who Pities the Poor. 
Grant was still raging, wordlessly. 
When Eaals came in to announce one 
John Peterson: an elderly, stoop shoul¬ 
dered man who entered on the heels 
of his announcer. 

"Mr. Grant," said the old man. offer¬ 
ing the loan broker a letter, "This 
came by the morning mall I thought 
It was only fair to show It to you." 

Grant, his eyes blurred with fury, 
was barely able to note that this let¬ 
ter was a typewriter duplicate of 
Brown s. 

"It*a—It s a lie'" he stormed "A , 
trick* I have your notes safe In my 
desk here." 

"I will take that chance. Mr. Grant." 
replied the old man. turning to go 
The loan broker lurched dizzily to 
bla feet. Just then Saals intruded 
again. 

"Mr Grant." said the clerk "there's 
seven or eight more people in the out- , 
er office; all of them with type¬ 
written letters from—" 

"Kick them out!" howled Grant. 
In five minutes, he was bustling Into 
a downtown office whose outer door- 
glass bore the legend: 

"Max Lamar, crime specialist." 

"Mr. Lamar." began Grant as soon 
as he could get his breath. "That 
veiled woman haa clnt-hed her thett 
by this—and this—" slamming the 
Brown and Peterson letters on the 
desk In front of Max. "and by a lot 
more of the same kind Get ber for 
me. Get her. To blazes with the ex¬ 
pense! Get her”* 


picture activities, or fill a com¬ 
paratively short theatrical on- 
uagemenl in a few of the largei 
,-ities of the United Slates. The 
plays in which he is to appear will 
lie produced under 'hr supervi¬ 
sion of David W Griffith, the 
producer of the spectacle.** The 
Birth of a Nation." now running 
in London It is said that one of 
ihe initial presentation will be 
Shakespeare’s ''Tempest, which 
will offer exceptional opportuni¬ 
ties from a film standpoint, and at 
the same time give Sir Herbert 
Tree full scope for his artistic 
talent 

The contract with Sir Herbert 
1 Beerbohm Tree has been' tenta¬ 
tive! v arranged as described 
above, the negotiations having 
been conducted by Mr -T. MrKenn 
o n behalf of Mr Griffith. The 
whole matter lias been pul 
through by cable, and Sir Herbert 
Tree has signified his readiness 
to sign the contracts immediately 
upon lus arrival in New York. 

May Appear in "The Tempest” 

Mr. McKeon. in discussing the 
arrangement, with the English 
in-tor. said: 

"Nothing much ean be said 
save that on behalf of Mr. Griffith 
f entered into negotiations with 
Sir Herbert, making him a de¬ 
finite proposition to appear in 
mi- h plays as might be mutually 
i agreeable for a period of thirty 
j weeks In two messages the sum 
agreed upon was arrived at, and 
'the decision 1 o complete the con¬ 
tract on Ins arrival in New York 
agreed upon. 

"M Idle the London report men¬ 
tions ‘‘The Tempest’ T have no 
personal knowledge that this will 
lie a pari of Mr. Griffith's plans 
I think no one l«nt lnruself has 
any accurate idea of the type of 
| production that he will invite 
Sir Herbert Tree to appear in. 
Obviously, an arrangement of 
I Mieh character as this, where tw • 
inen ol such importance are con- 
| cerned. must leave much for de¬ 
cision upon the ground, and at a 
time when the plans are actually 
in preparation. The importance 
"f the engagement can hardly be 
over-rated, in my estimation, and 
1 am «|uite sure the patrons of 
high class motion picture drama 
iu all parts of the world will wel¬ 
come this opportunity of seeing 
•he great Englishman m such roles 
as lie is Lost suited to. and in 
which, perhaps, he has already 
appeared upon the stage to Midi 
advantage." 

s ir Herbert Beerbohm Tree’s 
engagement is now being classed 
as of vital importance to the wel¬ 
fare Of the motion picture indus- 
try. as indicative of the type of 
presentation the Triangle’ Film 
' orpnration is offering its patrons 
! n al1 parts of the world While 
is has not been contended that a 
LM-car Stage star is necessarily a 
great screen actor, the fad. of'his 
presence in sm h environment >,„i 


SECOND INSTALLMENT 


•PITY THE P00RI" 


/''mint. Bring In * forest full of inh¬ 
ibits. la likely to grow fat Oe<Trg« 
Grant dwelt In a community of human 
Tabbtta. men wbo needed money and 
iaaded tt so badly that they were 
-ready to pay any price to get tt Oram 
did not grow fat on their need*. But 
bi* bank account did 

Hs wa* the city's most prosperous 
loan broker, which meant he >m al¬ 
io tbo city's most heartless loan 
jdhark. Hla office* were forever crowd¬ 
ed -with needy clients. Hla big desk 
was full or tabulated pigeonholes 
.And every pigeonhole was stacked 
with a piteous array of promissory 
notes, of mortgages, of eight drafts 
tod similar sorry document* 

One day—tt wa* the same that Max 
laamar caught lila fleeting glance of 
the Red Circle on a woman's white 
hand, as a closed automobile whizzed 
■past him—George Grant got up from 
this famous desk In bla private office, 
stretched bla lean arms lazily, and 
[Went Into the adjoining room where 
Stood his capacious steel vault. 

Entering the vault and switching on 
The electric light, he began to search 
through the tiers of compartments 
■long the rear wall. The paper he 
-wanted was not easy to find, and hla 
■earcb continued for several minutes, 
f At last, he discovered what he 
■ought Consulting tho document, he 
made one or two notes from It on the 
hack of an envelope; then switched 
<aff tho light and turned to leave the 
vault. 

But. Inetead of the sunshine from 
The office beyond, he faced black dark- 
bos*. The vault door bad been shut 
So silently had It closed that, en¬ 
grossed In hie search, he had not ob¬ 
served It waa no longer open. 

Grant pushed against the steel door 
It did nol yield to the pressure. It had 
been abut tight. 

Grant drew tn a deep breath and 
■homed at tho top of his lungs The 
vault resounded deafenlngly to his bel¬ 
low But tbo thick walls absorbed the 
sound. 

, Turning back Into the vault and 
■witching on tho light once more, he 
Jiullsd out a steel caakbox from Its 
compartment and. using It as a bludg¬ 
eon. began to hammer with desperate 
force on the unyielding door. 


Mary Waa Standing Thera, Awaiting 
Her. 


crafty wit at escaping the law's pun¬ 
ishment. It was—It was—" 

Little girl! Little girl!" soothed 
J.lary. as a sob choked June's hushed 
voice. 

"Us true." persisted June, miser¬ 
ably "I am a criminal. Listen: I 
had heard from so many poor people 
about George Grant and the way he 
bled them, that I had alwaya bated 
the man. 1 had longed .o rescue some 
of his miserable victims—the people 
he kept poor by wringing outrageous 
interest money from thorn. But I nev¬ 
er had thought it would be In my pow 
er to do it. 

"Then, in a moment, when this 
queer criminal Impulse attacked me. 
I saw how I could punish George 
Grant and free some of hts slaves. 
It came to me as an Inspiration. I 
put on my black motor coat—the 
white-lined one there In the closet— 
and a black veil I went to his office 
and managed to get in He waa In 
the vault I shut the vault door. Then I 
rummaged through hla desk: got all 
the notes I could lay my hands on and 
came away " 

"Oh!" gasped Mary. 

"Then." pursued June, "the same 
strange Impulse made me scribble on 
one of his cards on the desk an order 
to his chauffeur. 1 made him take me 
away In Mr. Grant's car. I knew If I 
went on foot 1 might be traced " 

"Oh. mv dear'" My dear!'' moaned 
the horrified old woman. “And you 
did all this' You. the sweet, honest 


The Office Force Crowded Around While the Cashier Unlocked the Vault 


When June reached her own home, 
her mother and Mary (her old nurse) 
were on the veranda She hurried 
past them with scarce a word and 
went straight to her own room Tiers, 
from the front of her dress, she drew 
out a sheaf of papers fastened with 
a rubber hand The uppermost paper 
of the package was an official form, 
filled In with Ink It read 

June 12, 1915. 

Seven days from date, or June 19, 
I promise to pay George Grant ten 
dollars ($10). as first installment on 
my loan of one hundred dollars ($100), 
plus interest at the rate of 10 per cent 
a week. Total payment due. $20. 

(Signed) John L. Peterson. 

June Travis' fingers rifled the sheaf 
Most of the papers were of much the 
same nature as was the first, and for 
varying sums, at exorbitant interest. 
Each document was mute witness to 
a tale of poverty and of the greedy 
advantage Grant had taken of such 
poverty 

Gathering up the paper*. June went 
into her sitting room, placed a chair 
In front of a typewriter and began to 
lap sway at the keys For a full hour 
the wrote a bare half-dozen linen on 
each sheet—addressing an envelope 
for each. 

W ithout waiting to put on her hat the 
ran downstairs and out ot the house 
by a rear door lo a nearby mall box 
In this she posted her starts of letters, 
and made her way heck to her sitting 
room, unnoticed After which, ahe 
once more picked up the documents 
stolen from George Grant's desk; 
crumpled them Into a hall 


lng near the entrance of a small park 
Tho chauffeur was In his seat, uncon¬ 
cerned. as though in front of his own 
employer's door 

La tun r and the chief tumbled out of 
their car before It had fairly stopped, 
and they ran at top speed toward the 
capture*! limousine 

The tonneau of the limousine was 
empty' 

Grant was dancing In fury and shak¬ 
ing hla Osl at IiIb mildly surprised 
chauffeur. 

"What dye mean by It?" he 
shrieked. "What'll blazca dye mean 
by It. Garvlce”' 

The chauffeur had been fumbling In 
bla pocket Now lie produced a card, 
and sullenly handed It to his employ¬ 
er. 

There's your own orders." ha 
growled. 

Lamar, flanclng over Grant's shoul¬ 
der. saw the card was George Grant's 
own; and that on It above the name, 
wan scrawled in pencil: 

O. K. Take bearer where the 
wishes. 

"Well I'll be - I'll be —" sputtered 
the bewildered Grant 

"Where is she? What became of 

her’" demanded Lamar. 

"Which way dhl she go?" persisted 
Lamar. 

Down that path to the left. Funny 
business. I call It, to—“ 

l-araar had already started in the 
direction the chauffeur pointed out; 
and the chief and Grant ranged along 
aide of him sa he strode along 

"We'll look down this path to the 
end. suggested the chief, ' And then 
we II separate and quarter the whole 
park for her She may have left the 
park at the far etde." 

Bui the veiled woman In black had 
not left the park She had merely 
left the park path and had crept Into 
the shrubbery. 

She aped along like a black wraith, 
notseiea* furtive, uncanny. Once she 
r*:..d her right hand to part some 
bushes that haired her way The 
hand was small, white, infinitely grace¬ 
ful In contour But on Us back 
throbbed an angry crimson scar, out 
lined like an Irregular ring. 

Through the high bushes ahe crept 
and into a tiny glade hemmed In by 
shrubbery. There ebe halted. Deftw 


Chief of Police Allen was always 
glad to see bis former subordinate. 
Max Lamar For a decade the two 
had been close friends. So It was 
with a nod of real welcome and a Jolly 
word of greeting that be hailed Max. 
a* the latter came excitedly into his 
office at about the time George Grant 
whs boarding the taxicab. 

"What's up, Max’" asked the chief, 
noting hi* friends unwonted haste 
and perturbation 

"Everything's up." put in Umir. 
"The Red Circle, among other thing*" 
Tha Red Circle’" echoed Allen 
"Why. man the Red Circle a wiped 
off tha book*, for keep* " 

'Not Ms’ It 'wa*' It * buck again" 

"What are you talking about’ 'Cir¬ 
cle Jim Borden * dead So Is bis son. 
Who el»* Is left?*’ 

"A woman " 

A woman' What woman*" 

' I don't know." 

' Jim left no daughler. HI* wife 
died, year* ago You're dreaming 
You've worked on this Red Circle- 
game *o long, you're daffv over It *• 
Am I?" retorted l-amar Ten min¬ 
utes ago I saw the Red Circle Raw It 
a* plain a* I aee yoil. A woman waa 
anting In a limousine Her right hand 
w»s resting on the window ledge tnd 
•he'd taken off her glove There, on 
the back of her hand wa* the Red 
Circle Before | could look any closer 
tha car had spe-ded up and chugged 
out of sight. I took It* number. Ju*t 
aa It disappeared In a little burrlrme 
of gasoline smoke and yellow duaL 
!.et me look over your stale auto- 
license number*" 

"Mere you are." aald Allen, produc¬ 
ing the book 

Unceremoniously a man pushed hla 
way past the doorkeeper and Into me 
hallowed room al uie chief of police. 
'Chief'" bur*t out Grant without 


punctu¬ 
ating hla blow* with ahout* for help. 

After an Interminable time, a clerk 
—John Stale by name—who chanced 
to pass through the adjoining room. 


June Travis emerged from her bed¬ 
room. heavy-eyed from sleeplessness, 
and. In pretty negligee, entered her 
sitting room Mary was standing 
there, awaiting her Tune as she had 
done since babyhood, went over tn 
kiss the old woman good morning 
Then and only then, did she notice 
that Mary made no move to meet her 
as she came forward; that she did not 
speak, and that her face was blank 
with grief 

"Why Mary!" erled the girl, "whit 
It It? What a the matter? Is moth¬ 
er—?" 

Mary cut short the queries by 
thrusting forward the charred promis¬ 
sory note 

"This Is the matter." she saul grim¬ 
ly. "Dearie, you must tell me what It 
means " 

June stifled a little cry of fear then 
Impulsively snatched the burnt paper 
from the nurse a hand and made aa 
though to hide II 

"Tell me. dearie, murmured the old 
woman 'Tell me all about It, You 
are unhappy and you've gotten Into 
mischief. Tell Mary. lltUe girl." 

"I think I've gone mad ." said June 
"I can l understand It any other way. 

I cant account, any pther way, for 
the fearful power that has taken hold , 
of me from time to time, this past 
day or two. 

"It began Just the other day," she 
whispered All In a flash You re¬ 
member. 1 told you about my going to 
the prison with mother, the day 'Cir¬ 
cle Hm Borden was released—and 
the way be repulsed me when I spoke 
to him?” 

"Yes' Yes!" assented Mary, her 


l i The Veiled Woman. 

t^ose *o tb* vault, heard a muffled tap¬ 
ping and paused to investigate. He 
called the oaabler. who alone of the 
employees, knew the vaults combi¬ 
nation. The whole office force gath¬ 
ered Inquisitively around the cashier 
aa he unlocked and threw open the 
door Out reeled Grant 

"Who did that’” h» sputtered, 
hoarsely. "What fool abut that door on 
me? Speak up. or I'll flro the whole 
worthless bunch. Who did It?" 

There wae a confused mumbling 
from the scared employees. Grant's 
Catlike eye* searched every face. Ha 
read there nothing but blank bewilder- 
tnenL 

■till abaky In the knrea from hit 


set a match 
to them, held them until they were 
ablaze, and tossed them Into the tiro- 
place 

"There goes a aheaf of heartache*'" 
•be sighed "Ob If only *11 poverty 
eouid be destroyed as easily”' 


MAKE IT EVEN 

A si reel ear inspect 
watching th« work of ;i » 
•liictor ' Here. Foley. *' ; 

•i"w is this You have 
'"tigers and only nine ftir 
been rung up." 

"Is I hat so’” asked 
Thou, turning to his pa*, 
be yelled. "There’s iv, 
m «U>.v on this ear. Git «.,i 
of yez." 


Mary, .nine a nurse, wa* more a 
member of the Travis family than a 
servant She had lived with Mr*. 
Travis since long before June was 
born. she had comforted the atricken 
wife when her husband died; she had 
loved June from the day of the win¬ 
some girl s birth 

F.arly next morning, while she 
wa* putting the sitting room to right*. 
.Mary cbauced lo see half a charrad 


how hi- slender figure and how 


ranch of 2sf),000 acres near San 
iJicgn. ivliorc .-I).GiHI head of catll^ 
roam, for the filnimir of scones in 
"Bon Blair " the latest I’allas- 
Paramount Pictures prodtiiion. 
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broke into her dream of r%*t. Startled 
she raised her head. 

She saw a black sleeve, tightly 
gripped by a white hand in which a 
vivid circle of blazing red had sudden¬ 
ly been reborn. Horrified, she traced 
the flaming mark with • trembling 
forefinger. * 

Then the tension snapped and she 
sank to the floor, a whimperingly help¬ 
less girl, with both hands pressed to 
her lips to muffle her frightened sob¬ 
bing. 

Abruptly June got to her feet, and 
tenderly lifted the old woman up be¬ 
side her. 

“You're going to be good and do Just 
as I tell you,” she commanded, “b^ 


ever | day or thrills, suspense—tragedy. Will 
you tell me something of criminals as 
you know them? I’ve tried to study 
them just a little and—” r ^ 

There was a smothered exclamation; 
it was in another sound that came 
from the stairway. June looked up 
just in time to see a portion of a 
black shirt move from the hall out on 
Then followed a low- 
voice—the 


“Nobody knows—nobody will 
need to know. And ^hen—” 

"Look!” June broke in with great 
agitation. “That man .standing on the 
walk, staring up at the house!” . 

“Who is he?” asked the nurse quick¬ 
ly, alarmed at the girl’s trepidation. 

“It’s Max Lamar—the crime special¬ 
ist!" 

“A detective! Oh, my precious—i 
detective! ” 

“No,” June’s lips curled slightly 
“not a detective, Mary 
cialist- 


“Mary—Mary!” June shook her 
slightly. “Don’t forget any of it now— 
you mustn't, do you hear? You 
mustn’t! You left off where you went 
downstairs.” 

“And when I was going out of the 
room,” continued the old woman, talk¬ 
ing as if she were in a trance, “Mrs. 
Borden must ’a’ heard her Jim’s voice 
downstairs, 'cause she kinda tried to 
pull up out of the chair and then when 
I was halfway down the steps I heard 
a shot and something falling. 

“Downstairs, in the barroom it was 
all shouting men, with women crying 
on their shoulders and little childrefi 
hanging frightened to their mothers. 
And I heard big Jim Borden asking 
Jake about his missus and then jump¬ 
ing up the steps three at a time with 
a look like the smile of heaven on his 
stone-cut face. 

“But in all the crowd I couldn’t see 
Mr. Travis and I began to be afraid, 
thinking of that woman who loved him 
so, laying unconscious in bed upstairs 
—and the baby. So, when no one was 
looking, I ran out on the street—and 
there I found him—Mr. Travis—shot 
through the heart! 

“I remember while I was there I 
heard someone come out, heavy, on 
the porch of the roadhouse and kind 
of stagger across the road. He must 
’a’ passed close, because It seemed to 
me I heard the weak, little wail of 
a newborn child. But I didn’t notice 
much, just then. 

“I just wandered back into the sa¬ 
loon like I was in a nightmare and 
stumbled up the steps, falling over my 
skirts and picking myself up; until I 
got into the bedroom. There, in the 
middle of the room, hanging over the 
table, with her eyes glassy staring and 
her chin dropped, was Jim Borden’s 
wife—dead! Over in the bed laid Mrs. 
Travis, still unconscious, with a baby 
beside her. 

"It was hours before I got the 
strength to get up from the chair 
again. It was only when I remembered 
how queer it was that the baby in the 
grip didn’t cry that I jumped up sud¬ 
den and went to get it. it was gone! 

There was noth- 
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, to the porch 

toned order in Mary’s 
Vfcprds “broken” and “vase” drifted in 
thfough the open window. By a length¬ 
ened shadow and a reflection in the 
, window pane June saw that the nurse 
was standing, hidden, just outside the 
sill. 

It amused the girl. It reminded her 
of a lioness standing over cub when 
the hunter drew near. But this man 
Lamar was so mild, so prefectly harm¬ 
less—doubtless he was a sleuth of 
great reputation, but under this roof 
he was merely a courteous man of the 
world, who called because he was in¬ 
terested in her. 

“I’ll raise the ante,” Lamar broke 
in on her musings—then caught him¬ 
self, “I beg your pardon. Miss Travis. 
I have no reason to believe that you 
are familiar with poker terms. I meant 
that I’d bid one hundred times the 
orthodox amount of one cent if you’ll 
tell me what your thoughts were just 
then. Whatever they were, they were 
indulgent, cynical and amusing; be¬ 
cause your eyes mirrored each one of 
those moods.” 

June managed a mock-serious shud¬ 
der. 

“You appall me, Mr. Lamar,” she 
answered laughingly, “I was thinking 
just then of the number of criminals 
you must have met.” 

“All kinds; and many of each kind,” 
he started gravely. “And, if you really 
don't mind talking of such things, I’d 
like to ask you something. Before we 
met yesterday in the park. Miss Travis, 
did you see anything of a veiled wom¬ 
an in black?” 

Outside, on the porch, a chair 
scraped along the floor. June heard 
the sharp intake of Mary’s breath. 

“I believe I did pass such a woman,” 
she brought out the words slowly, as 
if unwilling to make the statement 
positive. “Yes, now that I think about 
it, I’m sure I did.” 

Lamar leaned forward in his chair 
and half-unconsciously placed a hand 
upon her arm. 

“Think, Miss Travis 
urged. 

Down the stairs came the sleek, pat¬ 
ter of Japanese feet in American shoes. 
Lamar turned, impatiently, as Yama 
advanced to the center of the room 
balancing a dustpan and brush in one 
lean, yellow palm—the other extended 
with a bit of charred paper fluttering 
stiffly, from it. 

“Pardon. May this be honorable 
value to Miss June?” he intoned flatly. 

Lamar started, at sight of the frag¬ 
ment. June reached out vaguely, nod¬ 
ded, smiled as best she could and took 
the paper from the butler's hand. 

‘Thank you. Yes. You may go.” 
With Lamar’s eyes upon her it was an 
effort to say even that. 

As Yama disappeared through the 
doorway, Lamar turned upon her. 
“What is that?” he said sharply. 
‘This?” she inquired faintly, holding 
the paper before her. 

“Yes. What is it?” 

Without waiting for her answer and 
before she had a chance to regain her 
shattered composure, he took the 
burned document from her hand and 
examined it carefully. 

“Where did you get it?” he asked at 
length and his tone implied that con¬ 
viction had taken place of suspicion. 

“Why— er— why, the veiled woman 
in black dropped that note as she hur¬ 
ried by me.” 

Lamar walked up close to her and 
looked steadily into her wavering eyes. 

“Miss Travis,” he said gravely, “are 
you quite sure of that?” 

“Sure? Of course I’m sure!” she was 
trying desperately to laugh. 

“Would you mind showing me Just 
where you saw this woman in black?” 
June laughed easily. 

“Why, of course, I won’t mind, Mr. 
Lamar. You’re making this trifling 
incident such a frightfully serious af¬ 
fair, that it rather amuses me. Do 
detectives—I beg your pardon—do 
crime specialists always have to fasten 
on such silly things to track their 
criminals?” 

Lamar ignored the sarcasm. 

“You will come?” he repeated. 

“I’ll be ready to go out with you, in 
two minutes,” she promised, running 
lightly up the stairs. 

A black figure moved quickly across 
thp porch and entered at a small side 
door. Lamar darted to the window too 
late to see more than its shadow. 

Upstairs, in the boudoir, June 
dragged a hat from its box and stood 
before the mirror swinging it on her 
hand. There was a curious buzzing 
Sbund in her ears and things didn’t 
look sharp and clear cut to her eyes. 

As she turned to leave the room, 
Mary, breathless and shaking with ter¬ 
ror, hurried through the door and 
threw her arms about her. 

“You shan’t go!” she declared pas¬ 
sionately. “My precious, my lamb— 
you shan’t be led to the slaughter. 
He suspected you. He has from the 
first. He came to spy, not to visit you. 
Don’t go, dearie—don’t go!” 

“I have brought it on myself,” June 
answered dully. “I’ve got to go. With 
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a crime spe- 
-there is a great difference be¬ 
tween the two, you know. He says so, 
himself.” 

"There ain’t any difference, lamb, 
when they’re after you! And it’s you 
he’s after—he’s found out—he’s found 
you out!” 

“Hush!" June commanded, placing 
her hand over the old woman’s mouth. 
"He couldn’t have found out—he’s com¬ 
ing to see me. I asked him to the 
other day, at the prison. We’re imag¬ 
ining things, you and I—both of us— 
and it isn’t good to do that. Come 
with me.” 

Seizing her hand June dragged her 
over the lawn toward the side porch. 
In spite of her attempted bravado she 
felt trapped. 

“Get yourself together, mumsie,” 
Mary heard June say, gayly, "someone 
is coming to see us—to see me,” she 
emphasized. “Do you remember Mr. 
Lamar—the crime specialist that wc 
met at the prison? He’s coming up 
the walk now. Will you tell him I’ll 
be down in a minute.” * 

Pulling at the fastenings of her 
morning dress she hurried to her 
boudoir. She would put on something 
fetching—and arrange her hair differ¬ 
ently. A hundred ways and means 
of fascinating and hoodwinking this 
very calm and assured young man 
crowded into her brain. 

Standing at the door of her room 
was Mary, her eyes wide with fear. 

"You mustn’t go down, darling,” she 
urged nervously. 

“You dear old foolish!” June an¬ 
swered lightly, “come in and help me 
dress. Get me a pretty dress. The 
brown one, I think. And, Mary dear, 
make me fascinating enough to addle 
the head of even a crime specialist.” 

She leaned forward and pressed 
her laughing face close to the mirror 
of her dessing table. A little, blown 
wisp of hair tumbled into her eyes. 
Impatiently, she brushed it back then 


SYNOPSIS, 


quoted name from an angry red birth¬ 
mark on the back of his right hand, is 
about to be released from prison after 
serving his third term. It is a matter of 


tion of the Borden family has been brand¬ 
ed with the Red Circle birthmark and that 
member has always been a criminal. Jim 
and his wayward son, Ted Borden, are 
the only known living representatives of 
the Borden kin. Max Lamar, a detective, 
is detailed to keep an eye on "Circle Jim." 
June Travis and her mother, members of 
the wealthy set who are interested in the 
reform of ex-convicts, meet Borden as he 
is released. "Circle Jim” catches his son 


THIRD INSTALLMENT 


Did You See '\nythlng of a Veiled 
Woman in Black?” 


TWENTY YEARS AGO 


cause that is the only way you can 
help me 


And I need help so, dear." 

And In less than a minute she had ’ 
gone, her face wreathed in smiles, 
waving a gay good-by with the gloves 
she was drawing on. 

At the foot of the stairs Lamar was 
waiting for her. His manner was now 
a trifle overcourteous. 

Upstairs at the window of the girl’s 
sitting room, Mary stood behind the 
draperies, motionless, and watched 
them go. 

“Gqd, he suspects her! There is 
danger for my little girl. God, tell me 
what to do! God—hear me in my 
trouble—tell me what to do!” 

From far down the street the echo 
of June’s merry laugh came back to 
her as she prayed in agony. 

“You will remember precisely where 
she passed you?” Lamar was saying, 
suavely. “You see, ordinarily, it is 
enough to remember just about where 
a thing happened. But when you're 
tracking criminals it must be exactly 
where." 

“If you become any more profession¬ 
al and technical I shall get so mixed 
up I won’t remember anything," June 
warned him, jokingly. “I’m all shiv¬ 
ery, right now! I’m thinking it great 
fun to be a sleuth.” 

“Really?” observed Lamar eyeing 
her keenly. “I trust you will continue 
to find it ‘great fun,’ Miss Travis.” 

“Here!” cried June mock-dramatical- 
ly. “right, on this spot is where I 
should say passed the veiled woman in 
black—that is, where she passed me, 

I mean.” 

She was pointing a tragic forefinger 
a small spot in the flagging. Then 
suddenly a startled cry burst from her 
and Bhe raised her arm limply—and 
pointed. 

Turning, the detective saw a woman 
in black—a long coat hid her figure, 
a thick veil shrouded her features. She 
stood motionless on the walk, in front 
of a huge tree. 

Incredulous, Max looked from the 
sable-draped figure to the half-faint¬ 
ing girl beside him—then back again. 
The woman hadn’t moved. She seemed 
unconscious of their presence. 

“Is that the one?” he muttered 
hoarsely. “Is that the woman who 
passed you?" 

Stunned by the horror of it all, June 
nodded her head. Immediately Lamar 
left her side and started to stroll aim¬ 
lessly toward the woman in black. 

The sound of his steps on the pave¬ 
ment roused the veiled woman from 
her lethargy. She turned her head 
with a quick, startled movement and 
walked rapidly away. 

Lamar quickened his pace. June, 
fearful of what she had done, started 
after him. Suddenly the woman in 
black, cut across a lawn, breaking 
into a run. 

June saw the crime specialist clench 
his fist fiercely. His quarry had given 
him the slip. The girl found a wonder¬ 
ful exhilaration in the fact. 

As she watched him his chin sud¬ 
denly shot forward—his eyes strained 
from their sockets, and a smile, cruel 
yet suave, dawned around his mouth. 

At the rear of the house Btood a gar¬ 
age. Across its freshly painted, light 
gray door sprawled a blotch of inky 
black, plastered there by the wind. 

The breeze died. The black patch 
fluttered and fell, hanging in limp 
folds. With three bounds Lamar had 
reached the garage door and was pull¬ 
ing at the soft cloth. He strained at 
the door, thinking it would give under 
the pressure. But it was locked. 

When Lamar turned to June great 
beads of sweat stood on his forehead 
and rolled from his temples. 

“At last!" he said exultantly, “I 
have the veiled woman this time, and 
perhaps—the mystery of the Red 
Circle!" 

June stared at the edge of the black 
cloak that he gripped so tightly. She 
recognized it. It was—her own! 

Inside the garage, flat against (he 
door (imprisoned by the cloak edge 
she could not tear free) the woman in 
black pushed the veil back from her 
gray-white face and prayed: 

"God keep my lamb from harm!” 
(END OF THIRD INSTALLMENT.) 


“The Red Circle! God help us!” 
muttered the nurse once more, as 
June looked at her, dazed, incredulous. 

“You know about the Red Circle? 
Won’t you please tell me?” she en¬ 
treated. “You must know, because I 
can see you recognize it. Don’t you 
see how terrible it is for me? Mary, 
won’t you tell me?” 

The nurse’s arm tightened around 
the slim young body. Unconsciously 
she lapsed into the soothing, automatic 
patting that she had used so often to 
put the baby June to sleep. 

“I don’t know, lamb. I don’t know 
anything, precious,” she stammered. 

Mary’s face took on the haggardness 
of one who is awakened from what 
seemed to be a gruesome nightmare, 
only to find that it is a grim truth. 

She turned from the kneeling figure 
and went quickly through the door and 
down the stairway, one hand pressed 
to her throat. 

June looked after her, stunned by 
a swift, certain fear. Then, slowly she 
rose from her knees, walked over to 
her dressing table and sank into the 
little chair before the mirror. 

In a moment she had decided. Hum¬ 
ming softly, she ran down the steps 
and into the garden. 

Down a side path, in a little clump 
of bushes was a stone bench. Sitting 
on this bench, swaying to and fro, 
with tightly clasped hands, was Mary. 

June reached her side, breathless 
and alarmed. As she approached 
Mary looked up in piteous supplication. 

“Don’t ask me, precious! Don’t ask 
me, dear! I don’t know. I couldn't 
tell you, blessed,” she moaned, and 
raised her hands to ward off June’s 
embrace. 

The girl sat down and put a loving 
arm across her shoulders. 

“People who bring up children and 
love them,” she began slowly, "always 
forget those children are grown. Once 


ous, she said it would 
to stay behind. And tl 
noon, Mr. Travis and 


“Jim Borden!” cried June. “Why—!" 

“And he was rougher even than the 
rest of ’em; but they all minded what 
he ' said. They went off riding on 
horses and mules with packs and guns 
slung on their backs and I remember 
I lifted Mrs. Travis out of bed and 
into a rickety, old rocking chair near 
the window so’s she could wave her 
hand good-by and throw a kiss to 
Mr. Travis. 

“That night her little baby was 
born. I was all alone there and it 
went awful with her—I thought she 
was dying. After a little while I called 
Jake and I told him about the baby. 
He said it was fine and he’d send one 
of the boys out to the mine to Mr. 
Travis with a note and tell him about 
the good news. 

“Then, just is he was going down 
the stairs again he turned around and 
said he’d have to make it a double 
because Jim Borden’s wife had 


The grip was empty 
ing but the dent its little body had 
made in the soft, woolly things—and 


think 


note 

just had a baby an hour before and 
Jim would want to know, too. 

“Jake sent the note. Oh, the night 
was long! Mrs. Travis was uncon¬ 
scious. And every minute of the 


house waiting to go out. They knew 
most of the men was away at the 
mines, so they attacked the place. 
I’ll never forget the minute I heard 
the first firing. Short and sharp— 
mostly revolver shots. 

“I could hear the women and chil¬ 
dren herding in, in the barroom down¬ 
stairs. I could hear ’em calling, fright¬ 
ened, for their husband that wasn’t 
there. Then I heard the doors slam¬ 
ming and the bolts shot into place. 
And in tne midst of it all the door 
of the bedioom flung open and Joe and 
Jake came in dragging a sick wom¬ 
an between ’em. 

“ ‘This is Jim Borden’s wife,’ says 
Jake to me ‘and here’s Mrs. Toole 
carrying Jim’s baby—you an’ her’ll 
take care of the two sick women and 
the babies, won’t you? And we said 
‘yes.’ 

“Mrs. Toole put Jim’s baby down 
on the bed next to Mrs. Travis—it was 
one of them narrow, no ’count beds— 
and went to fussing over Mrs. Borden. 
And I just walked the floor with the 
other baby and prayed. The fight was 
awful! Every now and again some 
woman downstairs would scream and a 
child would cry for its father. 

“The shooting lasted all morning— 
our men were getting near the end of 
their bullets and their strength; and 
‘Slim Bob,’ the head of the outlaws, 
was firing at the saloon door—that 
near he was—when he heard a shot 
from a different direction and we saw 
‘Slim Bob’ duck and dodge away, slink¬ 
ing alongside a high wood fence; and 
at the same time one of the three 
men that was carrying a big timber 
that they were going to use to batter 
in the saloon door, dropped dead in 
his tracks! 

"Away off in the road at the edge 
of the town we saw galloping horses, 
and then men scrambling off horses’ 
backs and running toward us. They 
was the men back from the mines! 
They fired as they ran and the out¬ 
laws turned tail, trying to escape— 
all except a few—‘Slim Bob’ was one 
of ’em. I &aw Mr. Travis make for 
him and then I made up my mind I’d 
fo downstairs and call Mr. Travis to 
come straight up to his poor, uncon¬ 
scious wife. 

“On the table was Mrs. Travis’ open 
grip, Just as I’d left It when the baby 
was born. It had a lot of soft, white, 
woolly things in it. So I laid the baby 


“The Fight Was Awful! 


over on the bed was the other one— 
Jim Borden’s—a girl it was, and ours 
had been a boy.” 

Her voice broke off with a sudden 
dry gurgle in her throat. As June 
shrank away from her, a dawning hor¬ 
ror in her eyes, she stretched out two 
worn, trembling hands in an effort to 
draw the girl back. 

“You see, it must have been like 
this: Jim Borden had leaped into that 
room with his heart all bursting with 
love and pride, and he found his wife 
dead before him, lying near the baby 
in the grip, and, looking over he saw 
the other woman on the bed with her 
baby beside her. He took the baby 
he thought was his own and went 
away—where, no one knew—and I 
never found out—till too late.” 

For a moment there was a silence, 
more compelling than sound. Sudden¬ 
ly, flinging her arms wide, June cried 
hysterically: 

“What does it' mean? Don’t stop 
there. Go on! Go on! ,-What are you 
trying to make me believe?” 

“I did as I thought best at the time,” 
Mary went on tonelessly, weary in 
heart and body from the purgatory or¬ 
deal. “Mr. Travis was dead. ’ When 
Mrs. Travis came to, what could I tell 
her A baby was there. No one but 
me knew it wasn’t hers. It wduld ’a’ 
killed her to tell her. I never told. 
She didn’t know—she doesn’t know— 
no one knows.” 

“And I—I am—” June gasped out 
the words. 

Mary looked steadily into her ter¬ 
rified eyes and gripped her hands 
firmly. 

“On the back of Jim Borden’s right 
hand,” she said heavily, “there was a 
queer Red Circle—they called him ‘Cir¬ 
cle’ Jim out there. Just, as later, 
they—” * 

. “No! No! I don’t believe it—I’m 
not—I’m not—” June crumpled into 
a sobbing heap at Mary’s feet. 

Very gently the old woman lifted 
her and held her close: 

“You are Jim Borden’s daughter!” 
she declared with a solemnity that 
brooked no dispute. “Marked with 
the crime curse. But we must guard 
the secret. She must never know. 

“We’re going to keep the secret, 
aren’t we, lamb?” Mary was saying. 


at her lifted 


stared open-mouthed 
hand. 

Speechless, she pointed to it. As 
they watched, with unbelieving eyes, 
the ring of scarlet faded to a deep 
rose, then paled to pink. Almost im¬ 
mediately it vanished, leaving an un¬ 
blemished white surface. 

At sight of it June bent and kissed 
the spot in a paroxysm of joy. 

It’s gone—it’s gone!” she cried in 
hysteric glee, and wrapped Mary in a 
crushing bear hug. “That’s a good 
sign. I believe in signs, don’t you, 
you poor, nervous, old thing. Do I look 
all right, in this gown? Do I look pret¬ 
ty and fascinating and—?” 

“Don’t be so gay!” pleaded the old 
woman, fearfully. “Somehow, it seems 
so awful for you to be laughing just 
now, and thinking you’re going to get 
the best of that man. I—” 

June reached down grasped her 
wrinkled, trembling hands and started 
whirling her about in a mad, mejrry 
circle, laughing at her breathless ex¬ 
postulations, the while. 

Suddenly, in their wild gyrations, 
her elbow struck a pedestal in the cor¬ 
ner of the room. It swayed perilously 
for a second, then toppled to the floor 
—the large case upon it smashing to a 
thousand fragments. 

The old woman eyed the shattered 
bits with superstitious misgiving. 

“It’s an omen!” she muttered half 
to herself. “See what you’ve done!” 

"Oh, everything’s an omen to you, 
you sweet old calamity croaker!” 
ridiculed June, “have Yama clean it 
up—there’s a dear. And Mary, peek 
down through the banisters and watch 
me disarm the suspicion of Mr. Lamar 
—the great crime specialist!” 

. And laughing at the horrified expres¬ 
sion on the old woman’s face the mis¬ 
chief-possessed girl darted down the 
stairway and into the library. 

“I am so glad you came,” she said 
simply, as she took Lamar’s hand. 
“When I asked you I was afraid you 
never would—you’re so busy—and so 
important.” 

Lamar laughed, but somehow there 
was not keen enjoyment in the sound 
that came from his lips. 

“I want you to tell me such lots of 
things,” she began enthusiasticaJ\y. 
“Your profession must bring day after 


“Get Yourself Together, Mumsit> 
Someone Is Coming.” 

a baby, always a baby, to loving moth¬ 
ers and dear, foolish old nurses. But 
I’m not a baby any more, Mary. Es¬ 
pecially not since the horrible thing 
that happened today. I am branded— 
I am guilty of—guilty of—” 

“Hush! Oh, darling, hush!” she be¬ 
sought. “They will hear you at the 
house. You mustn’t say a word about 
it any more,, not even to me—you 
mustn’t think of it ever again. Prom¬ 
ise.” 

“I can’t promise anything,” per¬ 
sisted June, fighting to regain her com¬ 
posure, “until you tell me, about this 
mark that has soiled my hand—tell 
me what you know of it.” 

“I’m afraid—I’m afraid,” she repeat¬ 
ed weakly. 

“Tell me.” 

“Twenty years ago Mrs. Travis went 
West on a trip with Mr. Travis,” said 
Mary, speaking rapidly, as if forcing 
each word, “I went along—I was the 






























"How ominous!" she laughed. "What 
la It?" 

“When that Jap butler of yours 
showed you the torn note, an hour 
ago," said Max. uncomfortably, "do 
you know what I thought? I thought 
you were the Veiled Woman ” 

“Mr. Lamar!" cried June, her sweat 
voice vibrant with amazed reproach. 

"Won’t you forgive me?" he pleaded 
"What wue I to think? It all seemed 
to tit In. with such horrible exact¬ 
ness. How elso could I account for 
part of the stolen note being found In 
your room? And your explanation 
seemed so lame so unconvincing. 
The simple truth often does, you know. 
Won't you forgive me. please?" 

“You you doubted my word?" mur¬ 
mured June. Incredulously. "You ac¬ 
tually thought that I could—?” 

‘Tm so ashamed'" he broke In “Itut 
I paid for my mistake. I never was 
more hideously miserable In all my 
life than I was at that very moment 
Nothing could make me suspect you 
again." he concluded vehemently. 

The moment she was In her cwn 
room the lightness of manner fell 
from her, like an Ill-ltUIng garment. 
Her face wus suddenly drawn and hag¬ 
gard. 

Cradually the Red Circle crept Into 
alghl on the back of her white band. 

"Nothing can stop him." she re¬ 
peated "Nothing can save me—ex¬ 
cept myself!" 

Taking her room telephone from the 
desk, she ordered her limousine 
brought from the garage. 


back here and deposit It with Hui 
son in the detective bureau.” 


hind the portiere# of the sitting room. 

"Yarns saw him," said Mrs. Travis. 
"Or he thought he did." 

"Oh!" laughed June. "Tama, eh? 
I might have known It. This u the 
fourth burglar In six months that 
Yama has discovered, and that nobody 
but Yama was able to see. And he 
has waked us with no less than thrae 
nreloss Ore scares " 

“But," Insisted Yarns. "I did aaw 
him. He climbed the trellis to bod- 
room window there an—” 

"That bedroom window loading out 
on the balcony is locked from the In¬ 
side." reported Mrs. Travis. “I triad 
the fastenings myself. Just now. Yama. 
If you give us any more foolish scares 
like this—" 

“And please," begged June, "If the 
burglar ghost Is quite exploded, won't 
you all run away and let me get back 


dreamed It was yon. until I aaw that 
miserable coat stuck In the garage 
door. Why. you might have been ar¬ 
rested and all sorts of terrible things!" 

"Tbero. there!" soothed Mary. "It's 
all right! It's all light, honey! I'd 
do a million times moron that for 
my little girl, any day In the whole 
year. Just you forget all about what 
I did It n what I'm here for.” 

"Forget It?" cried June. “Never as 
long as 1 live! Oh. Mary, you were 
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Tho girl's eyes narrowed. The back 
of her right hand began to tbrub. 

"I'm so tired!" she murmured, "and 
I’m so faint, with all this fright and 
danger. It's given me a sick head¬ 
ache. I'm going to bed. Tell mother, 
won't you? And say 1 don't want any 
dinner sent up to me. I want to go 
sleep and not be disturbed till tomor¬ 
row morning." 


SYNOPSIS. 


gloom. Mary groped her way. 

She found tho opposite wall, and 
f< It alo >g Its all but unseen surface 
At the farthest corner, her numbed 
Ungers touched what they sought—the 
lintel of a door. 

It wus the garage’s little back door, 
giving on the alley, behind the 
grounds. For one suicidal moment, 
she thought this back door was locked 
But it was only stuck from lung dis¬ 
use. She threw her whole fragile 
weight against the dirt crusted portal. 
A shower of dust and spiders' webs 
cascaded down upon her head But 
the door quivered at the Impact. 

She heard voices one of them 
l.amur'a And aguin she cast herself 
against the door. This time It rtew 
wide; with a whining of hinges and a 
clatter of falling debris; and the rush 
of her onset drove her half way across 
the alley, outside. 

Darting back to close the door be¬ 
hind her. the old woman rust a fearful 
look up and down the alley 'l£e coast 
was clear. Incontinently Mary took to 
her heels. 

Max Umar clung doggedly to the 
coat corner that protruded from ihe 
garage's front door. Me heard rnuf 
lied noises from wllhln Hut they were 
so faint and the door was so thick, 
that he could not classify them Nor 
indeed, had he time to. For. present¬ 
ly. June reappeared around the corner 
of the big house With her were a hat¬ 
less and rather annoyed-lcokiog wom¬ 
an In a morning gown and a highly 
interested butler. 

"Madam. I am very sorry to disturb 
you like this. But we have chased a 
thief Into your garage, as Miss Travis 
hns probably explained to you I have 
hold of this corner of the fugitive’s 
cost, as you see Will you let me 
break the lock of your garage door 
and get In? Of course. I'll pay " 

"If 1 may suggest." sal-1 the woman 
In frigid politeness, it might b- better 
to go Into the garage by the hack door, 
before breaking toy locks. Hud that 
occurred to you. Mr, Detective?" 

of this coat Miss Tra- 
ie coal corner for 


"Circle Jtm" Bordi n. who derives his 
quoted nanv from u red birthmark on the 
back of ills tight hand. It> reh-amd from 
prison after serving Ida third term. On* 
member • every generation of the Bor¬ 
den family has been branded with the Bed 
Circle birthmark and that member has 
always been a criminal Jim ami his 
wayward »en Ted arc ihe only known ilv- 
luu of llte ll.il-deii kin Mas lei mar. a <h- 
tr. |lv». Is deluded lo keep an eye on 
"Circle Jim." June Travis anil her moth¬ 
er of lln> w-ulthy set Interested In the re 
term of «•* convicts, meet Holden ns lie Is 
■ ••leased "Circle Jim." realising tlml Ids 
family In a menace to soclel/, enters the 
■>edroom where Ted Is sleeping and turns 
on the gas. 1 -aiimr . bale • - upon "t'lrele 
.llm" ami Jim Is Killed. -The Iasi of the 
ttordvns," says Ijutiar Bui Ihe n«*l day- 
lie sees the lied tin In on the lack of a 
woman's hand outside u curtained auto¬ 
mobile, June Travis, marked with Un¬ 
ited Circle, rolls * Irani, it loan shark, 
liratit --nipl«ys Lunar. Mary. June’s 
noise, discovers June's theft and Ih. Il- d 
Circle on her hand, and tells her she Is 
irele Jim's" daughter, though Mrs 
Travis dot not know Maw, to turn 


vard split Into a "Y." At the left It 
continued at Its present level. At the 
right ran a night of forty marble steps, 
leading downward to a terraced ave¬ 
nue one tier below the boulevard on 
the city's hillside. 

And then, as ever of late in her mo¬ 
ments of direst need, an Inspiration 
came to the girl. 

Once more she took up her former 
brisk stride; the grumbllug Meeks 
close behind her. As they rume to 
the fork of the boulevard, she baited 
again. 

"Well," growled Meeks, "which way. 
now?" 

She pointed down the long flight of 
marble steps, snowy in the vivid 
moonlight. The man hesitated. She 
glanced at him and saw the reason. 
His eyes were fixed In stupid wouder 
at the right hand with which she was 
pointing. On the surface of the hand 
gleamed the Red Circle; mercilessly 
distinct In the clear light. 

June caught the policeman roughly 
by the arm with her other band, point¬ 
ed again toward the terrace beneath 
them, and started down the steps at a 
run. 

Fearful of losing sight of the pre¬ 
cious coat, the policeman also broke 
into a lumbering run. protesting 

"Hey! Go easy there! What's your 
hurfy? Want me to break my neck?" 

Even as be spoke. June planted her 
feet firmly on one broad step and 
came to an abrupt standstill. Meeks 
could not check his own speed as sud¬ 
denly So be lunged ahead a step or 
two. 

As he lumbered past her. the girl 
deftly swung her stick; bolding It by 
the ferule end. The crook handle 
caught Policeman Meeks neatly 
around the left ankle. 

At the same Instant. June braced 
herself, and Jerked backward with the 
stick. 

Policeman Meeks' body smote the 
stairway about six steps farther 
down; bounded in air; missed a step 
or two; then struck the stairway 
again and proceeded to roll rapidly 
down the remaining twenty-four steps. 

For a bare half-second, the patrol¬ 
man lay half stunned and breathless. 
Then be scrambled groanlngly to his 
feet, gore ail over. 

"Gone!" croaked Policeman Meeks, 
still catching his breath with difficul¬ 
ty. "Gone!” 


Oilef Allen still sat In his private 
office, clearing up some odds and ends 
of the day's official routine, before 
going lo bla club for a belated dinner. 
Night had fallen, hut a broad streak 
of moonlight lay athwart the window 
■III. 

His secretary came in from the 
outer office. 

“Young fellow outside there, chief," 
he announced. "Wants to see you. 
He's a dummy. Not deaf; but he's 
dumb. Hero’s a note he scribbled for 
you. He's from Mr Lamar." 

The chief took the slip of paper his 
secretary tendered, and read the three 
written lines It contained: 

I am dumb. Cannot talk. But I 
can hear. I must see the chief of po¬ 
lice. Mr. Lamar sent me. 

"Ob. all right. All right." grunted 
the chief. "I suppose I'll get my dinner 
come time between now and Christ¬ 
mas, if I have luck. Bring him In." 

The secretary vanished, reappear¬ 
ing In a moment with a young man in 
low. 

The visitor was quietly dressed and 
wore on hla head a golf cap. which It 
evidently did not occur to him to re¬ 
move In the august presence of the 
chief. He also carried under one arm 
a crook handled Malacca cane. 

Lnbldden, the caller seated him¬ 
self gracefully In a chair beside the 
chiefs desk and drew from his pocket 
a little scratchpad and a pencil. With¬ 


T»-n minute* later June Travis en¬ 
tered u men a outfitter's shop of the 
cheaper sort, on a downtown street. 
To the very admiring clerk who strut¬ 
ted forth from tho baek of the store 
to welcome her. ,:h« said: 

"My brother Is to leave the hos¬ 
pital today. He is recovering from 
smallpox -Don't be frightened. I 
haven t been near him.—He hns Just 
telephoned me that they destroyed all 
bis clothes, to prevent Infection. And 
he wants me to buy him a new out¬ 
fit." 


•urnur.l by l uiuur 


FOURTH INSTALLMENT 


IN STRANGE ATTIRE 


Max Lamar, gripping with both 
hands the corner of the black coat 
that protruded from the locked garage 
door, drove Ms shoulder full against 
the door panel, aguin and again, but 
the wood held firm. 

"It aceins lo be a deadlock." laughed 
June, forcing her merriment with a 
mighty effort. 

Miss Travis," broke In l-iraar, "will 
you help me? I can t let go here. Will 
you hurry around to the front door 
of the house this garage belongs to. 
and explain matters? Then ask leave 
for no- to hn-ak the door down I can 
do it If you'll hold the coat corner for 
me." 

"Shan't I hold It now’" suggested 
June, an Idea flashing Into her fear- 
sick mind. “I'll hold Ihe coat while 
you try to smash the lock." 

"I don't like to batter down people's 
property." he answered, "even In the 
name of the law—without asking Ibelr 
permission.” 

"But—" 

"Besides." he added, “this Veiled 
Woman Is strong Whenever she tugs 
at her coat, it's all I can do to hold 
my corner of It. She might wrench It 
out of your hands." 

"Yes." agreed June, under her 
breath, "that's exactly what 1 mean 
her to do” 

Hut she forebore to say It aloud 
And after a second look at Lamar's 
set Jaw sh< meekly turned away to¬ 
ward the house. 

Mary, on the inner side of the ga 
rage door, had listened, panting, to 


to bed? My bead aches frightfully. It 
was all right when you waked me up. 
Now It’s starting In again. Qood 
night." she went on. klaslng Mr*. 
Travis and then Mary, "I'm so sorry 
you two old dears were frightened. 
Yams seems to be giving us rather 
more than our share of the yellow 
peril lately." 

But she carefully avoided Mary's 
questioning eyes as sba spoke. 


l.amar. meantime, swept llko s 
whirlwind into Ihe private office oi 
Chief Of Police Allen. 

"Got her!" he announced. "At least 
I've get hold of one end of the chain 


Chief Allen's delayed dinner was 
deatlned to still further postponement. 
As be sauntered into his club and 
headed for the dining room, the first 
person he chanced to see was Max 
Lamar. 

"Look here, old man,” the chlaf 
hailed him In mock rage, “if I starve 
to death It'll be your faulL What the 
deuce do you mean by sending that 
Noiseless Tailor to see me Just when 
I'm starling out to feed?" 

"What Noiseless Tailor?” asked La- 
mar. mystified, "a tailor's dummy?" 

No. a dummy tailor. The one you 
sent to look at that Veiled Woman 
coat. The young fellow who says hla 
name's Altman or something like 
that. He blew In on me Just as 1 waa 
getting ready to—” 

"Who blew In on you?” demanded 
Lamar. "I haven't sent anyone to 
see you today." 

"Your mind's softening at the 
edges." accused the chief. "I'm speak¬ 
ing of that ladles' tailor who cam* 
from you, ten minutes ago, to get the 
coat—” 

"I tell you." reiterated Lamar. 'T 
don't know what you're talking about. 

I haven't even seen any ladles' tai¬ 
lor—" 

"Good Lord!" groaned the chief, la 
sudden consternation “Sold out! 
He's got the coat and—aay! Come 
back to headquarters with me, on the 
run, Lamar." 

They bolted from the club. Jumped 
into a taxicab at the door and set out 
at top speed for police headquarters 
In a dozen sentences, aa they rode. 
Chief Allen outlined the story o' 
Juno's -. isil Aa he finished hla Low a 
clsa'ed away 

"We're getting all het up over noth¬ 
ing at all." he said. "I forgot; Mesks 
Is with him. 1 told him to kaep 
his eyes on the coat.” 

The taxi stopped In front of police 
headquarters. As the two men got 
out they saw a disheveled form limp 
up the steps Just ahead of them. 

"Meeks!" yelled the chief. 

Policeman Meeks tried to salute. 
Jauntily. But the effort waa a ghastly 
failure. 

"The coat!" thundered the chief aa 
he dragged Meeks Into his private of¬ 
fice; 1 -amar followed close behind 
them, and shut the door. "The coat I 
Where Is It? And where's the crook 
you were told to keep watch oa? 
Speak up! Where ts he?" 

"I don't know, chief.” babbled 
Meeks, almost In tears; "he dona ma 
up. Rolled down a light of stapa 
snd—” 

"You ape!” snarled Chief Allea; 
"you blundering, cowardly bonshssdl 
You let a man half your sis* do yos 
up? You—” f 

“He tripped me.” sniffled Meeks. 
"When I got up he had beat It” 

"With the coat?” asked Lamar, 
fiercely. 

"Yesslr! Twasn't my fault. 1_” 

"I'll have you broke for this, yod| 
nincompoop!" stormed the chief. ”oJ 
clean away, did ha? Coat and aU| 
And not a clue to find him by?” 

"Only one clue." cowerlngly assent¬ 
ed Meeke. "and that don't amount to 
anything. 1 a pose. " 

"What wae It?” 

"He—he had a big, red Hag—a 
birthmark Ilka—on tho baek of hla 
right hand. I took notlca of It whon 


"If I let «• 

vis. will you hold tie _ 

me while I go around to investigate? 3 } . » s SF-tetX 

Please!” <? AnM 

Why. yes" quav* ringly assi-r.t-d ■HHkVjgk. \ - 
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June, her temples pulsing and buzzing 

wiih swift relief. S 

■ -I Ai • 9% • 

got out of the coat and then out of the 1 
back door. Your detective friend Is ifc”;- 

exploring the alley for her. I'm going ^ |Pg .-'J 

to watch huu pi. k up .-lu.-s It I.- - IBlI'- 1 

quite uti.using. /vL-.nmt as amusing as |.y 

Field day at a lunatic asylum.” Bl 1 ■K'Rjj 

A new terror beset June the coat I 

that she still held, was a menace She j&j 

began to realize this. Lamar would 
assuredly seize u|K>n It as a clue From 

the maker s name, he could In time _ 

trace Its ownership to her. HPlM w a 

She turned the coat over, exposing 

the label. With a Jerk she tore It "Go Along With This Young Fei -.v. 
away and thrust It Into the front of **■' 

her dress. and she's clamped fnst to the other 

She heard l.amor returning, and end. Here's her coat. The Veiled 
she carelessly dropped the coat across Woman's big black coat. Ill toll you 
the sill of the open door. later how I got It. Cgn't some of your 

"Well?" queried June. Interestedly, born idiots chase around to all the 
as Max came In sight around the cor tailor shops In a rush and find who 
ner of tho garage. "What news of it was made for? If they find that 
the Veiled Woman?” they'll find the Veiled Woman. And 

"Got clean away." he reported, sulk- then the Red Circle will stop being a 
lly "No trace of her." mystery; and maybe I can blow my- 

He caugbt sight of the coat lying self to a decent night's sleep.” 
where June had dropped It. His look The chief looked at his watch, 

of chagrin brightened to one of keen "Inside of half *n hour." ho said, 

eagerness. He snatched the coat from "every first-class store and tailor shop 
the greasy floor and twisted around so in town will be shut for the night 
as to bring the Inside of the necklurd And this coat came from a first-class 
Into view And again his face dark place Anyone can see that. Well 
ened. have to wait till tomorrow morning 

"Clever woman"' he muttered. Here,” to hla secretary. "Tell the de- 
"Even the tailor's label Is gone. Well, tectlve department to get busy on that 
there's only one thing left to do. I'll tomorrow First thing Handle It care- 
take this coat to police headquarters fully. It's all gasoline anJ grease 
and have Allen send a man around Now. then. Max. my boy. let's hear 
with It to every tailor in tho city tho story." 

One of them is bound to recognize It. ••••••• 

And well catch our woman that way. June, coming out from the men's 
befote another day's ended." outfitting shop, carried a big and awk- 

They left the grounds and gained ward bundle that stao had refused to 
the sidewalk. allow the obsequious clerk to send 

"I want to thank you ever so much, heme for her Her next visit was to 
Mias Trsvls," he said, "for being such a theatrical wtgmaker. A few min 
a brick; and helping me as you hmve. utes later she emerged, with a second 
today. But for your showing me and smaller package, goi Into the 
where vou had Been the Veiled Worn limousine and went home, 
an. I should never have gottcu on her Juno went straight to her bedroom 
track It was splendid of you.” and dropped the parcels on a chair. 

•'ll wasn't," she ccntradlcted. "I was Thence she went Into her sitting room 
glad to be of any help When 1 was to find Mary waiting for her. 
hanging on to that ridiculous c«at- At sight of the loyal old woman the 
corner, like grim death. I felt quite a girl rushed up to her and caugbt Mary 
heroine. But—” close to her breast. 

"There's another thing.” he said. "You dear! she exclaimed. In tear- 
hesitatingly. "A thing I bate like blue ful gratitude. "You dear! You aplen 
poison lo say; but it's got to be said did old dear! It waa wonderful of 
Will you try to forgive ma, In ad you! Wonderful! Ob. there aren't 
vanes?" any words to thank you! I aevet 


It was Varna's custom, on moonlit 
nights, to take bis Japanese flute from 
his tin trunk In the storeroom and to 
fare forth into the farthest reaches of 
the Travis garden; there to lean pen 
slvely against a tree In the midst of a 
clump of shrubs, and. his eyes on the 
moon, to play sentimental and hideous 
Japanese melodies to It. 

Tonight. Yama was tootling away 
right dreamfully, when the sound of 
crackling hushes broke In upon his 
music. 

He stepped out of the shrubbery 
clump to investigate. Then, the flute 
fell from hla nerveless fingers and he 
stared goggle eyed. 

Across a patch of lawn a figure was 
running; Its feet soundless on the turf. 
The figure reached the bouse. It 
paused, at the bottom of a vine trellis; 
then skillfully began to climb the trel¬ 
lis 

It reached a second-story balcony; 
stepped over the railing and began to 
fumble with the long French windows 
of a room. The windows opened and 
the figure glided Into the room; soft¬ 
ly closing the windows behind It. 

The spell was broken. With a yell 
of alarm. Yama grabbed up his fallen 
flute and dashed for the house. A sec¬ 
ond or so Istter burst unceremonious 
ly Into the library where Mrs. Travis 
and Msry were sitting 

" Souse!" he sputtered. ” 'Bouse, 
please! But man climb up to honor¬ 
able Miss June’s room!" 

Tho women flew upstairs. Yama. 
prudently arming himself with a large 
poker, followed. 

When be reached the second floor 
Mrs Travis was already hammering 
frantically at the locked outer door 
of June's suite. 

"What la It?" called a drowsy voice 
from Inside. 

"Quick!" called Mary. "Let us In. 
dearie! There's a man—" 

"In a minute.*' yawned June's voice 
from the bedroom; ”1 can't find the 
light." 

The girl, never pausing for an In¬ 
stant. waa hurling her manly attire 
Into a closet, garment by garment, aa 
she replied She tore off her wig. 
abook down her hair, flung a negligee 
wrapper around her. rumpled the pil¬ 
lows and threw back the coverings of 
her bed. and presently appeared, 
sleepily blinking. In the doorway. 

"My dear! My dear!" shrilled Mrs. 
Travis. "Come out quickly. There's a 


out taking off bis right hand glove, he 
wrote a line or two on the pad. tore off 
the sheet and handed It to Chief A1 
len. The chief read: 

My name Is Attman, ladies tailor 
Mr. Lamar withes me to look at the 
coat he left with you thia afternoon. 

"Get It." Allen commanded his secre¬ 
tary "It's that black coat I told you 
to take to the detective bureau." 

Presently the secretary returned 
with the coat. 

The caller took the coat, handling It 
with the deft skill of a born gar¬ 
ment-worker. 

At last, looking up from his inspec¬ 
tion. he reached for bis scratchpad, 
glancing doubtfully once more at the 
coat, then scribbled 

I am almost sure thia Is one of 
ours: but I can't swear to It. Kindly 
let me take the coat and show it to 
my head cutter. He will know at once, 
and our booka will show who bought 
IL 

The chief read the scrawl, his bushy 
brows contracting. 

"Lord, man'” he broke out. "I can t 
turn the thing over to you. like that 
If la going to be needed as evidence.” 

The caller got up. as though to de¬ 
part. 

"Hold on." said ARen. on second 
thought. "You tan take iL But I must 
send so officer with you to make sure 
It gels back here all right when your 
cutler has had a loo/ at It." 

Answering a summons, a policeman 
entered- a tall, lank man. new to the 
force. 

"Meeks." Instructed Allen as the offi¬ 
cer saluted, "go along with thlr young 
fellow to bis shop or wherever bis cut¬ 
ter happened to be. Don't let that coal 
out of your slghL <vnd as soon as he a 
/lone showing It to his cutter, bring It 


Even the Tailor's Label la Gonel 


th<- brief dialogue As she heard June's 
light step receding on the driveway 
gravel, she threw all her strength Into 
one last wrench at the recalcitrant 
coat. 

The cloth was stout and Max 
I^mar's grasp unshakable. But the 
lug caused two of the coat's upper 
buttons to fly half w»* across the 
garage One of Mary's lean shoulders 
slipped out of the garment Thai gave 
the captive woman her Inspiration. 

In trembling baste, she unfastened 
the remaining buttons. Freeing her¬ 
self. she left the Imprisoned coat to 
fall to the greasy floor of the garage— 
Max l^imar still gripping Its comer, 
on the door's far side, with futile 
energy. 

Across the greasy floor, through lb* 













Mid Sam, with a fine show of whole armies could be destroyed In a 
The doc- ilngl* minute. 

Aiuoa Drew had Invented the thing, 
.laving done so he had been no ap- 
islled by Its possibilities for unnihlla- 
lon that he had never put it upon the 
narket. but had atowed the plans away 
inning hla private papers 

You poor old thing.” said June. In But now Amos Drew was deoaruft 
Indeed you shall not als only heir. Todd Drew, was huiP 
‘grin and bear If another day. Here.” wasting the paternal fortune, 
taking three bills from her handbag. Thua It was. seaside gossip ran. that 
"pay that cranky bear of a doctor this q 0 had brought to Surfton the terrible 
very morning and have him give you warengine plans; and he was to meet 
treatment. Tell him to send hla next Qe re one fount Freel. the agent for a 
bill to me. 1 must go now. My mother rorelgn government, to negotiate with 
aud Mary are waiting for me In the him for their sale, 
car, outside there. Good-by, Sam; with a shudder June dismissed the 
good-by, Mr. Lamar." story from her mind. To occupy her 

But Max would not be dismissed In thoughts, she resolved to take the bun- 

this fashion. He insisted on going to _ 

the car with her. and. on the way. he ' 

managed to angle successfully for an -• * 'v 

Invitation to call on her at the Surfton , ~ > 

cottage. y 

After which he stared at the auto- C. 

mobile until It bore her out of sight .- V R' 

Then he wandered on down the street. ft | , ■§ 

planning busily—not for the solving of ILk l 'Mr 

the Ked Circle mystery, but to dis- Kk ' V, 
cover some wav of arranging his work 
bo as to leave him an entire after 

noon and evening free for u run to mg* ^ 

Surfton by the Sea mM ' ( 

Sam Kagan and the mysteriously /C. 

raffling shoe wen quite wip.-d Hum LC ■ TaBZSxtlSrT 

Ills mind 


miss. 

• Let me take that bum old shoe you're courage, "but I can atand It. 

playing with. Mr. Lamar. It'll get you tor dld u a tot of good last month; 

all dirty.’* ^ but he won t give me any more treat- 

Thlnking Sam was trying to change ment h e My , un , p* y the twenty- 

the subject In order to avoid talking 0ve do iiars I owe him on hla laat bill 

of the Red Circle. Umar paid no heed go I guess I'll have to grin and bear It 
to his request; but kept on swinging awhile longer" 
the shoe Idly to and fro. as he asked: 

"That Red Circle, now—you remem q U | C g sympathy 
her what Jim Borden used to say about 


The lookout caught the shafting Jake 
by the arm and hustled him toward 
the back of the shop; to a place where 
the blank surfaro of the wall was 
broken by several shelves on which 
stood a sparse array of shoe boxes. 

Dunn thrust bis hand in among 
these boxes. Instsntly, a section of 
the wall—shelves and all— o|>ened out¬ 
ward. revealing a passageway behind. 

Through this opening. Ihinn shoved It” 

the panic-stricken Jake; dosing the "That It cropped out once in every 
thick secret door behind them. j generation of his family." supplement- 

Jake and bis conductor found them- ed Kagan, "and that the person who 
selves In a dim lit Inner room, unfur- had it was always a criminal." 

nlshed save for a big and dogeared "I have reason to believe It was 

calendar that hung on one wall, and a gospel truth. Kagan," said Umar, 
broken packing box below It. Dunn "The Red Circle on the hack of the 
pushed violently at a slab In the hand has always been the sign manual 
chipped plaster of the adjacent wall, of a crook. In the Borden family. 
The plaster gave back at his push. And—” 

A doorway, perhaps three feet high "Not always." corrected Sam. 
and twenty Inches or less In width, "There was that son of bis—young 
took the place of the seemingly solid Ted Borden—for instance. Ho was a 
plastering. Through this hole, closing cheup crook, right down to the ground. 
It behind them, the two wriggled; out that youngster was. But there wasn't 

Into the yard beyond; and thence, any Red Circle on his hand. That 

through the rickety gate to the alley- shoe, now—” he continued anxiously; 
way. but Max Interrupted. 

Meantime, left alone In his shop. "That brings me to the point You 
Smiling Sum Kagan saw a long shad- say Ted Borden had no Red Circle on 
ow fall athwart the street threshold his hand. And Ted died when his 
and hesitate thcro for an instant. father died. But bow about Jim Bor- 
No time waa to be lost. Sam slipped den’s other children?" 
the brooch back Into the hollow of the “ ‘Circle’ Jim's other children?” cried 
shoe-heel; and. with two deft blows Sam. In a wonder that was palpably 
of the hammer, nailed the heel Into genuine. "Ills other children? Why, 
place on Its shoe. man alive, Jim Borden never had an- 

He was driving tho second nail, other child but Ted ” 
when Max Lamar sauntered Into tho ’Til toll you why I ask.” said I.sraar. 
shop. Impressively, leaning forward and era- 

Mnx glanced down approvingly at phaslzlng his words by tapping the 

tho busy old fellow tacking a worn shoo against his knee. "Because I hap- 
hcol on to a worthless shoo. pen to know that no loss than two peo- 

"Well, well. Mr. Umar!” he cried pie in this very city today have the 

Jovially, holding out an enormous Red Circle on the backs of their right 
hand. "This Is an honor I wasn't hands.” 

a-looklng for. Bit down. You'll llnd He broke off and looked down with 
that bench clean. 1 think. 1 try to sudden curiosity at the shoe he was 
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have reformed. Has small cobbler shop 
at 1019 Bright way. Haight 6 feet 8 
Inches. Wslght 240 pounds. Identify¬ 
ing marks—" 

"Smiling Sam Kagan!" broke off Ijl- 
mar, "I'm not likely to forget him. 
We got him when we got ’Circle Jim'. 
But ho waa too slick for us to give 
hint all ho deserved. He was turned 
loose about a year ago. wasn't ho? 
That waa the tlrat time I ever heard 
or Miss June Travis—Ibe young lady 
we met In the park, you know, when 
we wero looking for the Veiled Wom¬ 
an. I heard at the prison how she met 
Smiling Sam when be got out, and 
how she was fooled by his maudlin 
pledges of reform. He'd learned cob¬ 
bling during hla term. And she spent 
good money to set him up in a shoe¬ 
maker shop of his own." 

"She's the salt of the earth, that 
girl," commented the chief. 

"Suppose I drop around to see Smil¬ 
ing Sam.” said Umar. 

"Sam Kagan?" returned the chief, 
looking once morn through a hand¬ 
ful of photos. "Here you are; Cob¬ 
bler shop at 1019 Bright way. I've 
had him watched once or twice. But 
there's nothing on him.'' 


“Circle Jim" Borden, who derives his 
quoted mime from u t>-d Idrlhmnrk on the 
hark of his right hand. Is released from 
prleon afti-r Berlins lit" third term. One 
member of every getu-ratlon of the Bor- 
d> n family hus Wen branded with the Red 
Circle tdrthnmrk and lliut member has 
alwuys In-ell a criminal. Jim and Ills 
wayward son Ted are the only known liv¬ 
ing of tile Hord'-n kin. Max Lamar, nde- 
tei live. Is dclatted lo keep an eye on 
"Circle Jim." June Travis and her moth¬ 
er meet Borden as he Is c leased. "Circle 
Jim" anil Ted are killed. "Tb< last of the 
Bordens,” says larninr, But the neat duy 

lie *r. > tlie ited Circle on til- back of a 
woman's hand outside u curtained auto¬ 
mobile. .lime Travis, marked with the 
Red Clr le. rnl* (Irani, a loan shark, 
want employs l.umur. Mary. June's 
- >vi-rs June's Ihrfl sod ths Bed 

Clri le on her Inind, and tells her she Is 
•’Circle Jim’s” daughter, (hough Mrs. 
Travis does not know. Mary dresses as 
Ihu veiled woman and Is pursued by Lu- 
nmr. She r-scapi-s. leaving her oaut as a 
due In his hands. June, disguised ns u 
hoy, recovers Hie coat from police head¬ 
quarters. 


Sara, meantime, his professionally 
gonial smile glued to bis red face, was 
looking down at tho twenty-live dol¬ 
lars Juno had so generously forced 
upon him. But. though his eyes were 
fixed on the money In his hand, his 
mind was not. 

Twmty-Avo dollars. Just at present, 
seemed to Smiling Sam a pitifully 
small sum. Kur he had sudden visions 
or an Infinitely larger amount. Visions 
so bright us to take away, for the mo¬ 
ment. even the memory of bis narrow 
oacape from exposure In the matter of 
the hollow heeled shoe. A mighty In 
splrstlou was gripping Sam Kagan; an 
Inspiration born of his talk with 
Lamar. 

After a moment of thought he nod¬ 
ded his head, stuck the money Into his 
pocket and locked the door of his shop. 
Then he went to the secret door among 
tho shoe-shelves aryl opened It. Bass 
Ing Into the bidden room he crossed 
to whom the dog-eared old calendar 
hung on the wall. 

Lifting this calendar, lie disclosed a 
cupboard bublud It. Reaching into this, 
he pulled forth a telephone, took the 
receiver from the hook and called for 
a number. 

"Miss La Salle’s apartr'enl?" ho 
asked presently; then; "That you. 
Alma? Sum—Couie around here in a 
rush. There's something big. Hurry 
up.” 

Kagan returned to the shop, put on 
his coat aud went out Into the neigh¬ 
borhood to do a title shopping. 

Back home he came, and through to 
the hidden room; there depositing his 
purchases In the telephone cupboard 
behind the calendur. He had barely 
regained the front shop when a woman 
entered. 

Alma La Salle was perhaps twenty- 
live. perhaps a little older. She mis 
or medium height; wiry, dark aud in¬ 
clining to sallownesa. 

She was an Invaluable source cf 
revenue to Sam. And. upurl from her 
uncanny deftness at robbery, he knew 
he could alwuys count on her wit and 
daring to curry out any campaign be 
might devise. 

"Hello, kid.” was bis greeting, this 
morning. "You didn't waste any time. 
That's right. You got a train to catch 
and some fancy packing to do. Ilrst." 

Train to catch?" she repeated cag- 
erljr. 

"To Surfton by the-Sea. There'* a 
big ball at the Surrton hotel tonight. 
Our man there tipped mo to It. You're 
going to 'operate' at the ball.” 

"But—” 

"It's a now angle we're going to 
work from, on this.” he pursued. 
"There oucht to be a pot of cash In It. 
Kver hear of the Red Circle?" 

"Of course.” she made answer. "Who 
hasn’t?" 

"(live me your hand." he ordered. 
"The right one." 

Wi.nderlngly, Alma obeyed. Mois¬ 
tening the brush und rubbing It on the 
red-paint cake. Sam proceeded to trace 
on the back of tho womau s band an 
Irregular Red Circle. 

"Watch that closely.” he warned. 
"That's Just the shape of the one Bor¬ 
den had. Do you think you could pulut 
that on your own hand?” 

"Why. yes; but—” 

He dipped the sponge In the liquid 
from the phial and passed It over the 
circle. The palut quickly vaulshed. 

"There you afe!" said he. "Go to 
the ball. Pinch everything you get 
half a chance at. Then sneak Into 
some quiet comer to paint that circle 
on your hand. Manage to let the house 
detective or some of the guests get a 
glimpse of It. Then rub It off. When 
the yell goes up that a lot of boobs 
have been robbed the Red Circle will 
be sure to get the blame for It." 


FIFTH INSTALLMENT 


WEAPONS OF WAR 


“I hellevo the Red Circle never 
shown on your hand except when 
you're planning some u-trkfd mis¬ 
chief!" croaked old Mary, as she 
paused nt the door of Junu'a bedroom, 
early next morning, her urtns piled 
high with clothes. 

"Yes," said Juno, drearily, with a 
guilty glaiico at her handbook, ‘T'vo 
thought so, too.” 

II win there last evening. It Isn't 
there tills morning.” went on tho old 
woman, depositing the clothes on a 
chair and beginning to arrange them, 
one by one In u wardrobo trunk. 
"Wlint were you up to. dearie? Tell 
Mary." 

"Nothing at all." declared Juno, her 
even B,\. I anxiously on the trunk 
Mary wa packing. "Please don't lot's 
tulk about It. It makes mo so miser- 
aide. I've packed part of the trunk." 
she added . "Don't disarrange that 
part of it. Mary." 

Before breakfast. June had ftSne to 
Mrs. Travis, and. on plea of feeling 
"run down." had persuaded her to 
close tho town house that very morn¬ 
ing and to go for the Ncason lo their 
summer cottage at Surfton. 


She Resolved to Toss the Bundle Into 
the Sea. 


Sam Kagan's shop faced on a cor¬ 
ner, und behind it was u disreputable 
looking back yard separated by a 
rickety gate and a tumbledown board 
fence from the alley at tho rear. 

Tho corner was uninviting, even for 
comer loafers. Yet one such loafer 
infested It at all hours of the day. 
This consistent Idler was a thickset 
youth, clad In shabby gray. His name 
was Tom Dunn. His mission In life 
seeiuod to be to lean half-asleep 
against the liutol of Sam Kagan a door¬ 
way, putting cigarettes. 

It was an uninspiring life that Mr. 
Thomas Dunn lull. Long since, the 
neighbors had ceas< d to interest them 
selves In him. 

Had the neighbors looked closer, 
they might perhaps hnvo noted that 
hla half-shut eyes were as bright as s 
rat’s, and that those name apparently 
drowsy eyes were forever shifting 
their gaze up and down the street. 
Also, that Mr. Dunn at Intervals would 
step back Into Smiling Sam's shop. 

Tom Dunn, this morning, lounged as 
usual. In front of Smiling Sam's shop; 
smoking an III mado cigarette; and 
loafing away the early hours when 
most of the world was at work. 

Inside the dingy little shop. Sam 
himself was up to his eyes In toll. 
The shop's, dirty walls re-eeboed to 
the quick taps of his hammer, as he 
drove tiny bright nails Into tough sole 
leather. , 

As Kagan, cross-legged on his low- 
bench. sat hammering gayly away, 
Tom Dunn ducked hla unshaven visage 
Into the room. 

"Jake's cornin'.” announced Dunn; 
and returned to the front steps onco 
more. 

Smiling Sam looked up with a 
friendly nod. a moment later, as a 
cadaverous man of middle uge sham¬ 
bled into the shop. The newcomer 
bore under bis arm a crude little news¬ 
paper parcel. He banded It to Sam. 
without a word. 

Kogan unrolled the newspaper wrap 
pings. Out fell a dusty shoe, whose 
sole was all but gone and whose heel 
was "run" at the left side Smiling 
8am picked up a cobbler's knife and 
proceeded to pry off the battered 
shoe's still more battered heel, Jake 
standing In nervous expectancy be¬ 
hind him and looking avidly over the 
cobbler's fat shoulder. 

Presently, the heel came away from 
the shoe. It was hollow, and It was 
wadded with tissue paper. Sam care¬ 
fully undid tho tissue folds. Out of 
them dropped a round brooch, set with 
alternate pearls and diamonds of a 
fair size. 

"How much?" demanded Jake. 
"Twenty." waa Sam's terse verdict. 
"Twenty." snorted the Indignant 
Joke. "Twenty what? Twenty not’ilr. ' 
Twenty dollars for that hit of Kssy 
Street Pavement? Why, the gold set 
tin’ Is worth more 'n that, you measly 
old gauger?” 

"Twenty!" snapped Kagan. “Take 
It or leave It." 

"PH leave It. then." stormed Jake 
“I'm not going to be robbed. Olve It 
back to me.” • 

"Sure." smiled Kagan, blandly, re 
turning the brooch to him; aud at the 
same time absent minded I y pulling 
from his trousers pocket a roll of bills 
which he Angered carelessly. 

To Jake the sight of money was s 
bone to a starving dog. He wavered 
Then— 

"Oh. take It, you swine!" ho 
growled, tossing the brooch down upon 
Kagan's leather aproned lap. "Take 
It. 1 hope It lands you In the pen!" 

Sam peeled two greasy ten^lollar 
bills from the roll, handed them tn 
Jake and put the rest of the money 
back In hl9 pocket He picked up ths 
brooch. As he did so. Tom Dunn 
slipped hurriedly Into the shop. 

"Max I .a mar-fly cop—" be report- 
ed, "Cornin' down the block; lookin' 
at the numbers on the bouses.” 

"Sam Eagan—alias ’Smiling Sam'— ' "Gee'” babbled Jake. ’’Hall spot 

Jswel burglar—Close associate for me. dead sure! He's—" 
years of 'Circle Jim' Borden—Claims to "Out the back way," ordered Sam. 


die of masculine clothing at ony-to 
the nearest deserted pier and tAs It 
into tho sea. 

Half way to the pier she pfl^ed a 
ramshackle boathouse, whoso weath¬ 
er-warped hoards were ’ bulged und 
splayed. In several places, until they 
looked llko the alar* In front of a hen¬ 
house. As June sped past the boat¬ 
house she chanced to notice a large 
smooth stone—Just the thing to weight 
the bundle she carried. She picked it 
up. opened the bundle at one end. 
dropped In the stone and fastened the 
package’s string once more At the 
same moment, from the shack Just bo- 
hind her. she heard a man's voice say¬ 
ing impatiently: 

"I'm no blooming diplomat, count. 
Come down to cases. What will you 

pay?” 

June dropped tho bundle she held 
She stood transfixed, there, on the 
rocky beach. In front of the shack. 
I'nderatandfng came to her with a 
ruBb. So the story was true! 

June the Red Circle blazing and 
pulsing on b» r while hand—had crept 
nearer and nearer to the shack. She 
peeped In. cautiously, through one of 
the wide cracks In the hoards. 

A crate had been turned upHtde 
down to serve as a table, and It stood 
close to the aperture In the hoards. 
At the opposite cuds of this Impro¬ 
vised table, on a couple of boat tres¬ 
tles. sot two men. 

On the crate-table. Jusl In front of 
Drew, rested un cblong raetul dispatch 
tiox, perhaps ten Inches loug, four 
inches wide and two inches high. 

June drew buck from the shack and 
glanced guiltily around. No one was 
In sight. Near by lay u fragment of 
wreckuge, a thick board about live feet 
long. 

She carried It to the shack's only 
door, braced one end of the hbard 
against a bowlder In front of the door 
an 1 then put the other end Just be¬ 
neath the Jutting cross-panel half way 
up the door. 

"Yes, sir!" Todd Drew was vocifer¬ 
ating "It's worth an easy two million 
dollars to your government—or to any 
other warring country—to got these 
plans. They're—” 

He broke :-tf with a yell. For as ho 
looked down at the metal box tbut hnd 
lain in front of him on the table It was 
no longer there. He was just In time 
to see a woman's small hand drawing 
the dispatch box cautiously out 
through a crack In the wall boards. 

Drew made a clutch at the vaulshlng 
hand and seized It by the wrist. 

"I've got her. count!" he cried 
"Say. she struggles like a w ildcat. Run 
outside and grab her." 

The count leaped for the door. At 
the same Instant June's other hand ap- 
peared through the adjoining crack. 
Its Angers grasped a long pin she had 
hastily snatched from her sailor hsL 

Into Todd's detaining Aat she drove 
the pin. right mercilessly. 

With a howl of pain Drew relaxed 
his grip on her wrist. Her builds van¬ 
ished—the dispatch box and tho hat¬ 
pin along with them—Just as the count 
bellowed: 

"I cannot get this miserable door 
open! It Is Jammed!" 

Juno waited to hear no more. She 
tore open the end of the bundle, thrust 
the metal box Into It. closed It again 
and. snatching It up. raced adly for 
the pier. Nor did she pause until she 
h 1 burled the bulky parcel far out 
into the sea. 

Meantime. In the shack, pande¬ 
monium had broken loose Both men 
threw their bodies frantically against 
the unyielding door. 

As the door at last fell TodC^l 
the count rushed forth. patir.j, 
disheveled. In pursuit of the thief * 

"It was a woman!" puffed Drew as 
he broke Into a run. "Our only clue Is 
that I saw the sleeve of a sailor cult 
and—and—there waa a Aery Red Cir¬ 
cle on the back of her hand!" 

(END OF FIFTH INTALLMENT.) 


-Max Lamar hod been closeted for an 
hour with Chief of Police Allen. They 
hnd twisted the now development of 
the "Red Circle" mystery Inside and 
out, studying It vainly from every Im¬ 
aginable angle. 

First of all, they had ascertained— 
what they had already boon sure of— 
that no tailor In city or state was 
named Altman: and that neither city 
nor state contained any master tailor 
who waa a mute. Also, a vigilant 
search of every tailor shop, by a doz¬ 
en in te< lives, hnd failed to Identify any 
employer or i-mployoo with tho dumb 


"Have you tried vour pretty little 
imrlrnlt gallery?" naked Lamar. 

' No. Weil run over It. If you like. 
I'd spot that lad's faco anywhere.” 

\\ Hh the help of his secretary and 
of Policeman Meeks—tho only men 


'Kagan,''' he said, ’Tve called 
around here this morning to see If I 
can get some Information from you. 
I want to talk with you about ‘Circle 
Jim' Borden." 

"Old ’Circle Jim!'" exclaimed 8am. 
"Why. Jim a dead. Too dead to skin." 

"You and ho were pretty close 
friends, weren't you?” 

"Me and Jim? Yes. Good friends 
for more years than you'd know bow 
to remember." replied Sam. 

Max caught sight of the shabby and 
dusty shoe lying on the bench beside 
him—the shoe at whose heel the cob¬ 
bler hnd been tinkering when his vis¬ 
itor entered. I.ornnr picked up the 
shoe, absent-mindedly and. taking bold 
of the tip of Its laces, began to swing 
it carelessly to and fro. as If It had 
been an uncouth pendulum. Sam 
watched him In furtive anxiety. Max 
went on: 

"What I want to ask you about la 
the queer Red Circle on the back of 
Jim Borden’s hand You remember 
It, of course?” 

"Sure I remember It. sir. Who 
wouldn't?" answered Sam. adding; 


“Suppose I Drop Around to See Smil¬ 
ing Sam 7” 

who had had a good look at the dumb 
tailor—tho chief began a hasty search 
of the collection. 

"Here's old 'Circle Jim,”' said the 
chief once, os he glanced over a band 
ful of photos. 

A fow minutes later he paused at 

another likeness. 

"Remember this chnp?” he asked 
laimnr, handing him an oblong of 
cardboard 

Lamar took the photograph and, half 
aloud, read the words scrawled on 


me spell was broken The tension There WM but ono theme of Import 
>s relaxed. Lamar, at sight of June aftong , he summer Idlers at 8urfton- 
avlB. let the shoe tumble to the Aoor, by the Sea. June had not been at the 
rgutten. as he sprang up to greet cotU ge an hour before ehe had heard 
r. Sam laid down the hammer with , he who i e „ ory from Mary. wh o had 
grunt of reaction. As Lamar strode | t f roin m neighbor, 
rward to meet June the cobbler u .pemed that Todd Drew, the dls- 
rust the shoe Into the breast of his solute young son of Amos Drew, the 
n shirt and substituted for It an- gr ,, at |„»e n ,or. had Just arrived at the 
Ser on* from a nearby pile on the 8ur ft on hotel. He bnd brought thither. 
or - so said report, a small Aat metal case 

"How are things going. Sam?" asked that waa more deadly than Afty bat- 
ne. cheerily, turning from Max as terlea of siege guns, 
o cobbler reached her side. "Is the For this case contained the plans for 
r-umatlsm any batter? And do peo- • war engine. In Anilely Ingenious and 
i pay their bills any more prompt- more murderous than any hitherto do- 

vlsed. It was a veritable monster of 
'The rheumatism la pretty bad, destruction, this engine. By 1U use 


























costume kept dancing Into Mary's line "I am Oeorge Radnor, the manager 
of vision. Shu was leaning back o( this hotel. Mr. Lamar!" The man 
ugalust her partner's arm. looking Into spoke hurriedly, as If distressed, 
his eyes, a taunting autlle on her thin 'Several guests have lost articles of 
vivid lips. Jewelry tonight I am afraid a pro- 

While Mary was deciding that this fesslonal thief Is at work among them, 
waa quite the moat disgusting type of 
woman she had ever seen, the strange 
girl and her partner collided clumsily 
with another couple The woman 
with whom they collided—a plump 
blonde and beautifully gowned—got 
the worst of tbo collision. 

Mary saw her bend down and rub 
her ankles. Then, while proper apol¬ 
ogies were made by the woman In 
black and her partner, the little blonde 
limped away on her partner's arm'and 
sought refuge on a settee near Mary. 

The acute pain In her foot must have 
made her feel faint. For the man Im¬ 
mediately went In search of a glass 
of water and returned with It as 
quickly as possible. 

After taking a few swallows, Mary 
saw the blonde girl put her hand over 
her heart and draw a deep breath of 
relief But the expression of renewed 
strength gave way Instantly to startled 
surprise. She was passing her hands 
rapidly over the front of her elabor¬ 
ately embroidered gown. 

"What'S the matter. Mrs. Hinkle?” 

Mary heard the young man say. 

‘Tve lost my brooch—my diamond 
brooch!” gasped the woman. "I had 
It on a minute ago. I'm aura.” 

“Surely It must be around some¬ 
where If you had It on Just a moment 
ago." protested the young man. “May¬ 
be you dropped It when we had out 
tumble. Walt hore and I'll go look 
around that spot." 

“No. I'll come with you. It's made 
me nervous. I couldn't sit still." 

As they passed several chatting 
groups Mrs. Hinkle announced her 
loss, loudly. Soon the floor was cov 
ered with people searching for the 
missing diamonds. 

Suddenly Mary realised that June 
was not In the little throng of search- 


intent upon the hand that Lamar held 
prisoner. A smooth white surface with 
Just the tiniest golden brown freckle 
on one knuckle met hla eye. He 
laughed at the other two In sheer 
amusement. 

“May I present Mr Drew. Miss 

Travis? And Count Freel, Miss 

Travis. It's strango you people 

haven't met before. Surfton Is a small 
place." 

"It Is strange you haven't met at 
some of the functions that hove been 
given at the hotel. You men are stop¬ 
ping thero and I'm Bure Miss Travis 
attends all the dances." said Max. 

"I do. Indeed," said June gayly. 

“There’s to be a ball there tonight, by 
the way. Mother and I are going. 
Won't I see you all there?" 

"I'll be there.” he promised firmly. 
"And I'll bring the count and Draw 
with me. Miss Travis." 


ffece with a young man who was say¬ 
ing good night to ona of the hotel 
guests. 

"Why Mary," exclaimed the man In 
great surprise, "where have you been? 
Mlsa Travis was looking all over for 
you. When she couldn’t And you aha 
decided you had gone borne without 
her knowing it. She and Mr*. Travis 
have left. I'm going that way. Let 
mo take you home In my car" 

When be put her down at 'he cot¬ 
tage he warned her: 

"Don't wake Miss Trsvls If sbes 
sleeping, Msry. Ths poor girl's half 
dead She danced more than anybody 


Circle Cte 


Can't you do something about It, Mr. 

L a m a r ? I hate to trouble you, but—" 

"Oh. that's all rlght-that'a all 
right,” Lamar muttered Indistinctly. 

“Has anyone who reported a loss to 
yon said anything about a Red Circla, 

Mr. Radner?" 

"No. 1 don't think so. Nobody has 
the allgbtest clue. It's the cleverest 
sort of theft I've ever known. There’s 
s master crook operating here, I'm 
csrtaln." 

"I'll see what I can do, Mr. Radner 
Just go out and mingle with tbo guests 
as though nothing hud occurred, will 
you? I'll be out In a minute." 

Lamar came back to the bench and 
sat down, bis hands clenched tightly, 
bis lower Jaw protruding in an ugly, 
determined way. The Japanese silk 
draperies behind a htm moved slightly 
as If In obedience to s gentle breese. 

June put her hand over his, sooth¬ 
ingly. 

"You are terribly worried qver this 
mystery," she said softly. "Let me 
help you solve It. won't you? Who 
knows but that I may develop Into a 
regular detec—er—crime specialist." 

Annoyed and worried as ho was, 

Lamar throw back hla head and 
laught-d heartily. 

"All right, Mlsa Travis,” lie said 
gravely. "I'll appoint you my flrst as¬ 
sistant on this case. Perhaps you can 
help me.” 

June turned toward him, tier face 
alight. 

"I'll do my best," she promised. 

“Will you let me come to see you 
tomorrow morning to tell you a few 
nioro details of this case?” he Inquired 
eagerly. 

"I'd be delighted to have you come," 

June replied heartily. "I'm rather ex¬ 
cited about the Idea of joining forcca 
with you and—oh!" 

She broke off suddenly and put her 
hand to her throat. It was hare. Her 
pearl pendant was gone! She twisted 
around with lightning rapidity, drag¬ 
ging Lamar around with her. The 
portieres of Japanese silk wore parted 
slightly. Protruding from the opening 
was a white hand with slender, taper¬ 
ing Ungers. Hanging from the over- 
manicured fingertips waa a pendant of 
pearls. Emblazoned on the back of 
the hand was an Irregular circle of 
brilliant scarlet! 

Lamar and June sat as If paralyzed, 
until a scraping sound shattered the 
spell. 

I«amar sprang to his feet. Jumped 
over the bench and tore the portieres 
from the heavy brass poles that sup¬ 
ported them He found Ijtmaolf In a 
little oblong recess. Directly In front 
of him waw a long window opening 
presumably on the porch. 

With a muttered Imprecation he 
threw hlmaelf at the closed window, 
expecting It to give The force of bis 
onslaught shattered several of the 
small panes, hut his progress was 
blocked by a wicker porch aottee that 
had evidently been placed there tor 
that very purpose. 

Unable to check bis speed he tum¬ 
bled hoadlong over this settee and 
landed bruised against the outer rail 
of the porch. The frail settee had 
cracked under bis weight and the thud 
of hla falling body sounded unnatural¬ 
ly loud on the still air. 

It was this sudden Jarring that 
awakened Mary from her nap In the 
deep chair. With the dull gaze, or 
a person Just roused from sleep, 
the old woman rubbed her eyes 
and looked about. In the same room, 
but In a far distant corner, she heard 
the soft rustU of a woman’s skirt. 

Then the clink of glass ngnlnNt motal. 

She twisted quietly In the chair un¬ 
til she waa crouching on her knees 
on the seat of It. facing the bark. 

Cautiously sha raised her body until 
her eyes were Just above the edge. 

What she saw made her forget bur 
own predicament. 

Over In a half lit corner was a large 
square pedestal holding a bronze stat¬ 
uette. Standing so that Its shadow half 
concealed her. was the daring Woman 
In Black, her right hand lifted so that 
the feeble light from the hanging lamp 
fell athwart Its back. On It blazed a 
Red Circle! 

Mary dodged down behind the chair 
top as the woman slowly turned her 
head. After a few seconds the sound 
of liquid dripping Into a glass made 
her auxloua to look again. 

The woman was holding a small 
sponge In her left hand. She squeezed 
It dry Into a glass half full of water. 

Smiling whlmslclally to herself, she 
rubbed the back of her right hand 
with the dampened sponge. The Red 
Circle disappeared. 

Breathless with excitement, Mary 
■trained her eyes to catch every move. 

Hho saw the wonan take up the glass, 
deliberately spill the liquid on the 
floor, and gather a brush, tiny box of bands." 

water color paints and the sponge They watched him walk rapidly 
from the pedestal. Leaving the glami around the back of the hotel and take 
where It was. she opened a fatso a short cut to the station, 
pocket tn the skirt of her gown. Two hours later Max Lamar atrollad 
dropped the aeveral articles Into It carelessly along a residential block In 
and quietly left the room. the city. Finding great dlfflculty tn 

Mary waited until she was resson lighting his cigarette he stepped Into 
ably sure the woman would not re a vestibule. Just as the woman ha waa 
turn, then left her chair. Hurrying trailing turned tho corner and antarad 
over to the statue she picked up the a large apartment house, 
glass and examined It. There waa no Giving her time to get upstairs. La- 

mark on It excapt the ring that the mar stepped from hla hiding placa. 
colored water bad left. At the foot sauntered toward the same entrance 
of the pedestal waa the large, damp and leaned against ona of tha stone 
■pot Mary tent to feel It with the pillars, aimlessly blowing rings of 
palm of her band: to make sure the' smoke skyward, 
whole thing wasn't a strange dream. "Well, *ny little blackbird." ha 

When she found her way back to mused, "yoor wings are clipped and 
the ballroom It was nearly deserted, your rage won't be a golden ona. 
Wandering about looking for Mrs. either At last, the Red Circle mye- 
Travta and June, aha cams face to tery Is going to be cleared—perhaps!" 

(END OF SIXTH INSTALLMENT.) 


SIXTH INSTALLMENT 


FALSE COLORS’ 


Halfway down tho pier, au her way tempt a 
back to Ibc bench. Juno turned to look i But tl 
seaward. Thero waa nothing to ' Getting 
provo tliut, only a minute before, u bund st 
largo bundle, heavily weighted and the t> 
containing Invention pious worth a » block 
million human lives had plunged to t ,ie CUI 
depths. | 

She bent to pick up a broken shell “Vou’i 
ghat was lying on the edge of the pier, tbe pati 
m partlcularly brilliant ray of sunlight anyway, 
'S mht the buck of her hand, making 
red circle look like a scarlet welt 
on the white flesh 

telltale mark with her other hand, and t*k«. 
looked around, guiltily. 

Crouched there. Ihp old. stark fear 
cut into her heart for a moment. As 
her keen, searching eyes found the 
beach she sprang to her feel and start¬ 
ed toward a little building on the pier, 
that hud been used for a boat renting 
ofltce. Once safe In the shadow It 
rast. she looked shoreward again. 

On the beach, running around a cor¬ 
ner of tho battered shack, she saw 
Tddd Drew and Count Freel. As sbo 
watched, they ran down to tho sea. 
an<l stood looking about blankly. 

Their loud, agitated diulogue drifted 
out to her fnintly. She ouiighl tha 
words. "Which way? Find her!" 

A wave, a little heavier than the 
rest, swished noisily under the pier. 
Something knocked against one of the 
piles. June turned In sudden fear. 

She ssw the ends of a perpendicular, 
wooden ladder showing above the 
edge of the strlngplece. 

Bending over, she noted that an 
empty rowboat wss tied fast Just be¬ 
low her She descended, untied the 
painter and pushed nway from the side 
of the pier. Then, dropping on to the 
rower's sent, she adjusted the oars 
and pulled with long, easy strokes. 

When she felt that she was irt a 
safe distance, she rested on her oars 
and looked toward the shore. 

Too rur away to distinguish faces 
and well content at her clever escape, 

Juno tried not to scan the shore too 
carefully for the two men who were 
searching for her. 

A man on the bench, who hnd Just 
raised bis glass to learn what the 


Bha Told of tho Woman With tho Red 
Circle. 


there—mostly with that chap Lamar. 
Mrs. Trsvls said she was going to 
muks her sleep until noon tomorrow." 


"You're under arrest!" thundered 
the patrolman. "What d' you mean. 

-f, by walking around the streets 

unnoylng ladles, eh?" 

"I wasn't annoying ladles." argued 
She covered the the squirming prisoner. “It's a tnla- 
I never did such a thing In my 

life!” 

The younger man twisted his arm 
free and reached Into an Inner pock¬ 
et. Drawing out a card cate, he 
snatched a bit of pRstebourd from It 
and shoved It under the sniffing nose 
of this minion of the law. 

"That's who 1 am,'' he howled fero¬ 
ciously. "Todd Drew, son of the great 
Inventor. Just now. when Count Freel 
and I were talking business, in n lit¬ 
tle shack on the beach, someone bar¬ 
ricaded the door, reached In through 
a hole In the wall and stole the plans 
of the greatest war Invention tho 
world has ever known. They're worth 
a fortune. The hand that reached In 
and grabbed those papers was marked 
with a Red Circle—and the person 
(whoever It wasi had on s girl's sailor 
suit.' 

“I corroborate all he says,” added 
the count, hastily. "I wish to Bay —” , 
"Well, your story sounds grand!" 
decided the policeman, “but I think ■ 
you're both liars. 80 . come along 
wltb mo." 

An hour later. Harry Cage, Lamar's 
confidential clerk, came Into, his em¬ 
ployer's private olflce and handed the 
crime specialist a telegram that read. 
8 ufton, Aug. 2.—Mr.'Max Lamar, 612 
Black Bdlg.: 

Father’s war instrument plans 
stolen. Circular birthmark on back 
of hand only clue. 1 am held by pollco 
here on charge of annoying girls. 
Come at once. Todd Drew. 

loimar's brows contracted suddenly 
as ho read. "Circular birthmark'" The 
Red Circle, of course—and at Surfton! 

"I'm off to tho beach—Surfton. Any¬ 
thing Important comes up. 'phone or 
wire. Rod Circle!” 

Arriving at 8 urfton Lamar Jumped 
from the step of the car and ran to¬ 
ward a little group of three men. one 
In a policeman's uniform. He grasped 
the hand of the youngest of the throe 
and shook It heartily. 

"It's the most terrible mix-up all 
around!" this man said to Lamar. 
"Imagine them holding me for annoy¬ 
ing women! Bay. for pure Imbecility, 
recommend me to the police of a one- 
horse burg like this!" 

"See here, you!" Interrupted tho 
emissary of the law, "that'll do! 
I'm—" 

"That'a all right, officer," I-amsr 
broke"ln soothingly, "my friend la 
naturally excited over his arrest. I'll 
be responsible for both." 

"So you thought yon saw a Red Cir¬ 
cle on thla person's hand, eh?" he con¬ 
tinued suavely as they moved off tha 
station platform. 

Just wlthlu hearing distance,, a 
woman with a sultcaae started sud¬ 
denly. 

“Thought nothing!" retorted Drew 
emphatically. "I saw It It was ss 
distinct a»— er—as anything." 

Drew uttered a sudden grunt snd 
pointed ahoad of him. The two oth 
er men stopped short and looked. 

"A sailor suit!" whispered Drew ex¬ 
citedly. "Another one! Shall we—” 
I^imar's face lighted up. He put a 
detaining hand on the agitated fel¬ 
low's arm. 

"I’m afraid you will have to leave 
Ibis aallor suit alone. Drew," he said. 
"The young lady la a very dear friend 
of mine—Mlsa June Travis I want 
you to .meet her. She's charming." 

Within ten feet of them. June, look¬ 
ing out over the water, had been un 
aware of their approach SUrlng Into 
Lamar's face, now. she lost her com¬ 
posure for the merest fraction of a 
second. The next Instant she had ex¬ 
tended her right hand and placed It 
between hla two eager ones. 

Drew and the count, auspicious of 
toy and all aallor suits, crowded up. 


Emblazoned on the Back of the Hagd Was an Irregular Circle of 8 carl«tl 


Mary Dodged Down Behind the Chair. 

white spot on the horizon might bo. 
lowered it again before he had a 
chance to look. Two excited Individ¬ 
uals. talking to each other, had coma 
Vcsnas his line of vision—In fact, one 
(bom had actually stumbled over 
file white canvas fool and had gone 
on without apology. He looked after 
the unmannerly chap, with a half mind 
to follow and demand redress 

He saw the fellow who had so 
giossly offended him approach a group 
of girls. Three of them In bathing 


























THE REVIEW, HIGH POINT, NORTH CAROLINA 


scampered up the tree. On a high 
branch he sat down and looked at her. 

June waved her hand. 

Back on the beach, Mary watched 
the struggling Pietro, and tried des¬ 
perately to decide what the wisest 
move would be. His awful cries 
would attract a larger crowd in a few 
minutes. 

It flashed upon her, suddenly, that 
there was a way of protecting June, 
even now. With the wrap still on her 
arm she ran toward the screaming 
Italian. Indicating that she was go¬ 
ing to release him, Mary unbuckled 
the strap, just as a policeman came 
running up. 

Pietro scrambled to his feet, chok¬ 
ing with rage. A torrent of sound 
poured from his thick oily lips. 

"My monk gone—stole—girl—wom¬ 
an—gotta round on hand! Stole! Cut-a 
rope! Swipe-a monk! Beat it!” 

Mary stepped forward and spoke to 
the officer. 

"It seems that someone stole his 
monkey. He’s showing you the cut 
rope in his hand.” 

The patrolman raised his cap. 

"I didn’t see you at f 
Mary," he said pleasantly, 
understood that someone had copped 
the monkey; but what’s he getting at, 
drawing things on the back of his 
hand and moving his fingers like he 
was cutting paper?” 

"As near as I can make out,” Mary 
answered slowly, "the person who 
stole the animal cut the rope with 
scissors and had a mark of some kind 
on the back of her hand.” 

"A mark!” the policeman jumped 
eagerly at the word. "Say, was it a 
red mark—a Red Circle?” he asked 
Pietro excitedly. 

Seeing that at last someone was 


"That’s rignt. Now will you gc 
back and brjpg her into this office 
in five minutes? I’ll be ready for hei 
then. What’s her name?” he asked 
Lamar as the matron left the room. 

And her address. I’ll send two men I excitement 
over to her home.” 

He took the blank from his secre¬ 
tary and tried the point of his foun¬ 
tain pen. 

Alma La Salle,’ ” heVepeated after 
Lamar, "‘301 Quincy street.’ Holt, 
send Quinn and Mulligan over. Tell 
them to do a good job—rush it—and 
beat it back here as quickly as they 


inquired politely. 

“Oh, I’ll go,” she answerel after a 
minute’s thought. 

Ten minutes later, when she re¬ 
belled, outside the entrance to' the 
police station, he seized her arm and 
hustled her in, bringing her up before 
the sergeant's desk. 

“Well, Mr. Lamar,” said the desk 
man, leaning over the edge to shake 
hands, "what can I do for you?” 

"I have just arrested this—er—this 
lady on suspicion, sergeant.” 

Indeed! ” The round-faced, gray- 
haired officer looked over his glasses, 
sharply. "Name, please.” 

The woman raised her eyebrows. 

"Name, I said!” thundered the ser¬ 
geant. 

“Oh, I don’t know that I have to 
give it,” she said contemptuously. 

"Oh, yes you do,” Lamar broke in, 
"a word to the wise, you know. I ad¬ 
vise you to make as little trouble as 
possible. And let me relieve you of 
your parcel and hand bag.” 

“La Salle. Alma La Salle,” she al¬ 
most spat the name at the sergeant. 

Lamar opened the paper parcel, dis¬ 
closing a pair of old shoes evidently 
on their way to " 
soled and heeled 
one side, disappointed 
caustic "May I?” 


ouaneniy tne door burBt open And 
slammed back against the wall so that 
the whole room shook. The sergeant, 
two old shoes swinging from his left 
hand, rushed in, his face scarlet with 

"Look at the swag! Look at the 
swag!” he shouted. 

Unclosing his right hand, he dropped 
a palmful of jeweled ornaments on the 
chief’s desk. Alma jumped to her feet. 
Terror blanched her cheeks. Her eyes 
were wild. With sudden cunning she 
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Circle Jim Borden, named from a red 
°“ hla han d. has served his 
third prison term. One in each Borden 
R??' e S, at i OI U, al ,w ay s a criminal, has borne 
Red £ lrcle “ark. Jim and his son 
Ted are the only known living of the 
Bordens. Max Lamar, a detective, is de- 
talled to keep an eye on Jim. June Travis 
and her mother meet Jim as he is re¬ 
leased. Jim and Ted are killed. Next 
day Lamar sees the Red Circle on a wom¬ 
an s hand outside a curtained automobile. 
June marked with the Red Circle, robs 
J ° an shark. Mary, June’s nurse, 
discovers her theft and tells her she is 
. Jlms _ daughter, though Mrs. 
Travis does not know. Mary tricks La¬ 
mar. June, dressed as a boy, recovers 
coat fr ?. m * h ? Pohce. Lamar visits 
Smiling Sam, Jim (. old crime partner. 
„, Q /“e seaside June steals war invention 
a n o J J?,2 d *? rew and sinks them in 
the sea with her boy’s clothes. Sent to 
Surfton by Smiling Sam, Alma La Salle 
R t d Clrcl ? on her hand and 
at , a fca11 - Ma ry sees her 
wash off the mark and points her out 
to Lamar who follows her back to town. 


Miss 


He threw them to "Oh, you know my name,” she an- 

Then with a swered viciously. “What do yon sup- H 
he opened the hand- pose I think you two have been doing H 
bag and dumped its contents on the in here all this time—having a kaffee H 
sergeant s desk. klatsch ? g> 

Lamar rapidly searched the mass Lamar moved forward to intervene, 
and found nothing of importance, but Allen waved him back 

Well, what’re you going to do about "I think I can handle this young 
U ‘ <T 8he i “ ( l uired wit b a smile. woman,” he said easily. "If i can H 

-u going to have you searched,” make her understand, in the first IB 

said Lamar quietly. “Sergeant, will place, that I’ll jail her Immediately 11 

you have someone search Miss La unless she answers my questions 

alle, please. straight and as soon as I put them. fl 

The sergeant pressed the buzzer at Name?” he repeated, significantly, 
his right hand. A door in the back “Alma La Salle.” 
of the room opened almost instantly. “I’ve seen you here before, haven’t 
A portly woman in a blue-and-white I?” 

striped dress, partly covered with a "You have not,” this very emphat- 
white apron, stood at the threshold ically. 

for a second, then came swiftly into "No? I may be mistaken. 1 M 

th ® J oom ;, , thought I had. .What were you doing i™ 

Mrs. Murphy,” said the Bergeant, at Surfton?” 

briefly, “will you please search this “Wasn’t at Surfton. Never heard of <<lt ’ 8 
woman and make your report on what the place.” bent 

y0d ® nd .;” “Well, of course the transfer that made 

Oh, Mrs. Murphy, would you mind you have in your bag, punched ‘Surf- swung 
making your report to me in the ton,’ may be part of a collection. I of her 
chief s office? I’m going in there hardly thought so,” drawled Lamar. der s< 
now, Lamar called after her. "I tell you I’ve never been there,” back i 

Lamar entered Chief Allen’s office, she maintained with angry persist- of her 
shook hands and dropped wearily into ence. "Wh 

a * eSid \ th l dG8k - ‘‘ Wel1 ’ we ’ U let that « is,” mar a 

Whats up. You look beat out,” said the chief suavely. "You’re an pearls 

was the chief’s greeting. attractive woman. Miss La Salle. How «T n 

“Oh, I’m not beat out,” the Crime is it that you are not married?” tirk M 

Specialist squared his shoulders sig- "Who says I’m not?” am 

nificantly. “I’m not beat cut by a "Oh, so you are. Then why are you them? 

—_ living alone in an apartment where a SU( jt 

■ you’re known as ‘Miss’ La Salle?” heel. 

"Is that anyone’s business?” penkni 

“I choose to make it mine. How do pickinj 
you get your living, Miss La Salle?” off apd 
“I have an income.” “Giy 

“Prom what sort of investments? mar. 
Bonds—stocks—mortgages?” He s 

‘‘Er—mortgages.” hand. 

“Ah, the safest sort of an Invest- inciden 
ment—providing they are first mort- the she 
gages. So that’s where your income “Yes 
comes from?” Sam's’ 

“You two think you’re putting me “I_ .»» 

through the third degree, don’t you? Alma 
Why you’re a bunch of amateurs, then pr 
Make me break down? Lord! You •• Ab _ 


SEVENTH INSTALLMENT 
THE THIRD DEGREE 


Far out on the horizon a sloop 
veered to the wind and bent Its grace¬ 
ful sails as if to scoop the crest of 
frothy little wiwe. 

Mary and June were sitting on the 
observation porch of thr Travis home, 
looking out over the beach. 

“It’s almost deserted,”' June said 
with some amusement. "At this hour, 
any other morning, thw beach would 
be crowded. The dance must have 


into the pocket of her dress. Then 
she reached for a small sport hat that 
was lying on a chair and ran out of 
the room, closing the door behind her. 

On the sand, leaning against a pile, 
under the pier, sat the Italian organ 
grinder sound asleep—his old, bat¬ 
tered organ propped up beside hied. 
The monkey, sitting on his lap, pulled 
restlessly at his coat. 

The man waked stupidly for the 
fraction of a second, cuffed the mon¬ 


keeping jwell behind Sim until she 
made sure that he was really asleep 

not shamming. Very cautiously 
she dropped to her knees and crawled 
toward the organ. 

With remarkable rapidity she un¬ 
buckled the broad, tough strap that 
was attached to it and got on her 
feet. Then she listened to the Ital¬ 
ian s loud breathing, before she 
moved forward quietly until she 
stood directly behind the pile against 
which he was leaning. 

There was no fear on her face. 
Only caution and a certain cunning 
boldness. Stealthily, she slipped the 
strap around the sleeping man's body, 
drawing it back behind the pile. She 
put the eyelet end through the buckle, 
but did not fasten it. Then she put 
the scissors on the sand beside her. 

Having proceeded so far success¬ 
fully, she thought for an instant, try¬ 
ing to determine what her next move 
would be. Picking up the scissors 
she slipped her right hand around the 
pile and started to cut the monkey’s 
rope, close to the Italian’s hand. The 
monkey, sensing that a deliverer had 
come, laid his little face against her 
hand, softly. 

June pushed him back gently. The 
scissors were dull. The rope was 
tough. Th6 effort to cut it brought 
the blood to her hand. Slowly, the 
Italian blinked his eyes and opened 
them. 

Immediately under his nose was a 
strong young hand wielding a glitter¬ 
ing weapon. Half-conscicus, he 
shuddered inwardly. In his night¬ 
mare, someone was working out a 
vendetta—successfully. His eyes 

closed. The vividness of the dream ] 
was too much for him, however. He 
opened them again. This time all he ’ 
could see was a ring of scarlet—an 
omen of eternal bloodshed. 

Stupid with sleep, he made a half 
attempt to sit erect. On the instant 4 
June pulled the strap tight with her 6 
left hand, buckled it, seized the mon¬ 
key with the right and sped off down 
the beach, the cut rope trailing be¬ 
hind her. J 

On the edge of the sand, an old 
woman in black, ghastly pale and pet¬ 
rified with fear, watched her go. 

Strapped to the pile, the Italian 8 
was kicking up an awful row. 

In the distance. 


sleuth now, 1 can’t afford to sleep, 
overhours, you know.” 

Mary looked up at the mischievous, 
smiling face. A shadow of fear crept 
into her eyes. 

“I wish you wouldn’t have anything 
more to do with this,” she begged 
gently. "You are so young, so im¬ 
pulsive. Don’t you know if you play 
With fire you must be burned?’ 

“But I’m not playing with fire,” ob¬ 
jected June. “And, besides, don’t you 
see that I’ve taken out the safest 
sort of an insurance policy by joining 
forces with Mr. Lamar in tracking the 
Red Circle?” 

“I don't like it—I don’t like any¬ 
thing about it.” Mary clasped and 
unclasped her hands nervously. "You 
have become so headstrong, dear. 
Elver since this mark came on your 
hand, you’re so different.” 

"Oh, look!” June exclaimed, glad 
of an excuse to change the subject. 
“Look at the monkey, Mary. Isn't he 
perfectly adorable? Oh, you’re not 
looking in the right place. He's doing 
all sorts of tricks. Isn’t he wonder¬ 
ful’” 

“I think he’s an awful looking thing. 
I’m going into the house. I don't 
want to look at him any more ” 

“All right; you go in. I’ll stay out 
here.” 

June leaned out over the porch rail, 
keeping her eyes fastened on the 
organ grinder. Mary watched the girl 
bite her lips and frown. The signs 
were alarming. The old woman looked 
down at the hand on the rail, with 


Lamar remarked with aggravating 
calm. “Now, I’m going to tell you a 
few things. We’ve had you trailed for 
forty-eight hours. Yes, that gets un¬ 
der the skin, eh? And all we want to 
know is why you take the trouble to 
paint red circles on your hand when 
you operate so cleverly without them. 
What’s the use of doing things that'll 
help spot you—eh?” 

Alma looked at him with an amused 
smile. 

"You may be talking sense,” she re¬ 
marked contemptuously. “But to me 
it sounds like they’d just let you out 
of a bat factory.” 

“You don’t know anything about 
Red Circles?” 

“I do not.” 

The door opened suddenly. Two 
men, one in uniform, entered and 
placed a suitcase on the chief's desk. 
Alma started forward in her chair. 

"Yes, it’s yours,” soothed Lamar. I 


"You Don’t Know Anything About Red Circles?” 

a run down the sand, the other spec¬ 
tators following closely. 

Leaning up against the pillar of the 
house where "the Woman in Black” 
lived, Lamar, blowing rings of ciea- 


Red Circle chase—in fact, I told you 
about them pretty fully over long-dis¬ 
tance today. Well, there’s a new phase 
on deck and it’s got me going. I have 
the woman here in the matron’s room 
being searched. I arrested her on 
suspicion after trailing her from Surf¬ 
ton. I have every reason on God’s 
earth to suspect her; and yet there’s 
a sneaking thought at the back of 
my brain that I’m not going to get 
anything on her. I want your help.” 

“Count on that, all right,” said Al¬ 
len quickly. “What happened down 


"You bet they do,” Lamar answered th^reet and 
the command. “Those first mortgages ZrTct “ 

Hi?’ t J S T * y ° U -” Wal1 they 8aw a 8tout man trying to 

/ ?i° 8e r d r something hurl himself through an opening that 
smooth and cold. He dragged it out seemed less like a door than an earth- 

rom between the folds of an embroid- quake gap. A sudden jerk from the 

ered kimono It was a paint box! He other side of the wall yanked him 
fumbled as he opened it, because he through. A row of shelves slid into 
did not want to take his eyes off Al- view. The opening was closed 

S* 8 t w„ He w f 8 8U 7 rlBed to find “Open it! Open it!” howled Lamar 
that there was not a quiver of an eye- to Vaughan. “Walt; I’ll find the 

a8 ' . . tJ spring! It’s a secret door.” 

£~ - 

“1" P q T 7 .. _ „ v , fills of shoe boxes to the floor. He got 

?, o tk0Ught : he «* claI med. on his knees and tested the floor. HIS 

g , y ; ' you re not 8uch a rapid, excited search was unsuccess- 
clever little Raffles after all, Alma! f U j. 

bp°p U n S »«^ Chle 4°? ly th ? r f d "Get a bench!’ Max told Vaughan. 

the snonae ” * “ Get that heavy * ench over ther ® and 

p * • , . , batter i L down. Hammer it, mant 

He plunged his hand Into the suit- Give me one end of it. Now' To* 
case again and held up the tiny gether!” ■ 

sponge, then bent over Alma solicit- A long, crackling sound tore out 

0U “v/„ ooo w w through the heavy banging. A crack 

You see, if you d been really that showed yellowish white appeared, 
smart,’ he told her, “you’d have One leg of the bench crashed through 
smeared up the other paints too. the wood and stock. The door began 
Then you could say that you were to give. 

just an amateur artist who went to From the yari somewhere to the 
surfton to do seascapes.” . rear of them, arose the din of fierce 

“Say, you think you’re a wonder battle. 


June ran into the 
I entrance to Surfton park and found a 
spot girdled by shrubbery. In the 
midst of it stood a giant tree with 
an absurdly thick trunk. 

The monkey sniffed affectionately 
at her chin and raised his little paw. 

June hugged him up to her, cut the 
rope close to his collar, and started to 
take off his ludicrous little hat and 
coat. All undressed, as he was meant 
to be, the monkey reverted to type 
and gazed longingly at an overhang¬ 
ing branch. June looked up at the 
low-swaying foliage. 

“Of course you want to get up there, 
you poor, ill-treated little beastie,” 


neres mrs. Murpny, now. Lamar 
got up and went toward the matron 
eagerly. “Well, what did you find?” 

The matron shook her head. 

“I didn’t find a trace of the jewelry 
you are looking for, Mr Lamar. The 
woman had on a cheap gold-plated 
bangle and an imitation pearl bar pin. 
There was nothing suspicious about 
her clothing.” 

"Didn’t I tell 


Started to Cut the Monkey's Rope. 

fear and trembling. Her worst sus¬ 
picions were realized. A faint red 
ring appeared. Mary put out her 
hand as if to stop its growing more 
vivid. Slowly the color came into it. 
It blazed forth in all its strength just 
as June exclaimed angrily: 

"Oh, why does he mistreat that 
poor, captive animal? A defenseless 
mite like that! It’s outrageous the 
way he pulls that rope—just look, he’s 
even kicking him! I'm going down 
there to stop him.” 

You're going to do no such thing! 

1 he idea of getting so worked up over 
a monkey!” | 


Lamar rushed 
back to the chief’s desk under the 
greatest excitement, 


Didn't I tell 
I you that I had a hunch that I wouldn’t 
get anything on this woman? And I 
know she’s guilty. I haven't the 
slightest doubt about it now.” 

“Just a minqte.” 

Allen pressed an electric buzzer. 
His secretary came in from the outer 
office. 

“Please bring me a warrant-to- 
search blank, Mr. Holt,” said the chief. 
“I want to fill it out. Where did you 
leave the woman, Mrs. Murphy?” 

"I locked her In the detention room, 
sir” 


You re seeing it now,” said Lamar 
simply. 

“Oh, so you think you can bully me 
into submitting to arrest, do you?” 

Just for an instant he flashed a pair 
of handcuffs by a chain. They clanked 
ominously as he dropped them back 
into his pocket 


ENDOF seventh INSTALLMENT 














































































OieRied Mbert" 

•UrcleOte 

AUTHOR OF “THE FIGHTER," “CALEB CON¬ 
OVER," “SYRIA FROM THE SADDLE," ETC. 

NOVELIZED FROM PATHE PHOTO PLAY OF 
THE SAME NAME BY WILL M. RITCHEY. 


SYNOPSIS. 


"Circle Jim - Borden, nun.td from a red 
birthmark nil Ills hand. I .i n rv,J Ills 
third pi lsi .111 |. rm On* lu each Bor, Ion 
KBIirr.tliiu. alUiiiys .1 limliul has burin- 
tlm Rod Cir.'l.- murli Jim unit his non 
Tod nro ilii- only known ;ivln* of ilio 
K.-rdi-ns Mix Lemnr. a dMdCllve, is «]«• 
liklb-d to kco|- in i >'i on Jin June Travis 
mill In r mutlicl' lin’-'l Jim lln lie Is re¬ 
x' rod. Jim and TVd m killed Next 
a luimni- •nr** lb.- Ibd i ircU. t.n u worn- 
:r. hum! outsulr x i.irl iimii nntoinublhi. 
Jwii*-, marked with lln- Red * ircle, robs 
Urn ill a h.nii shark M.ir> June's nursi-, 
ills, ov< ’, her llu-ft ut.d I* II her Sin- Is 
"i ir-Jim's" ibciiihlor. Ihuiith Ms* 
iluns not know Mary tricks La- 
i> n Juno. U.isKi-d i boy. recovers 
Man - .....I from tin ih.I.ci l.mn.ir vlallt 
- ■‘uillli.i! Kiim. - ' Jua'. old rltnt tnirtner 
,i i|i. i- ..M.le Ju.» »-• iis nur Imeutlur. 
i in:- (ioiii T 'M !-i o ui.t -.nils them In 
■ with I I I-". . i I* l.i-a. Held In 
Hi,ill . . o> Sm'llnn .on, ilnni l-u 8*11* 
li.di.i II- In-I i r. ui. Iii i linnd mid 

h Mary whm hr r 
u .sli oft tin- in .Ik in.-I |..Inis her out 
i i l.ariiur who inllows In r back to town, 
. id iji. ■ her will, ilo Jewels und anes 
ufter ''Smiting S.un " 


EIGHTH INSTALLMENT 
“PEACE AT ANY PRICE." 

Inch by Such, tho door Iter,an to 
rive. Cndtr tlm smashing blows of 
tl..j two ni-ii tho Ktip widened. "A 
Jar zed relit op pen id irmsa tho sur- 
fuen of the panel. linn more mighty 
cru-h of tho iin,Tuvin d battering 
ram und Hie b -in b .-ml burst In. 

« rilol- wus n Imlo In the rei-rit door 
flL-uouKh for a -tor man to wrlg- 
through I .inn nr diVi.d ln-nd first 
fn the hr ill'll, • lo ly followed by 
Ais companion. 

Into ilio inn--r i ■ mi they plunged, 
und u. mis It. rii od li> the noise of 
lighting outside 

The low door loading lo (ho yard 
was ajar. Ttirou.ilt tin* doorway bur- 
rb d Lamar, bending double to dear 
It* top. Across tl.o yard ho raced 
and out of the pale Into tin alley, ar 
rlvIn.T J i*t us the two policemen were 
putting I be llnisblng tom lies upon the 
Hubjugatlon of Mr. 'riiomuit Dunn. 

A i nick on the head had momen¬ 
tarily tl.ni-ii that IndiiMilous young 
battler, and before hla cigarette sod- 
den brain could cl* cr from the Impact 
on- of I be pottceni' n Imd snapped a 
pair of huodcuffs around the prla 
orn-i s unwashed wrists. 

Now then:' said Lamer, briskly, 
'•where a your bo**'.'" 

Huh? .grunted Ounn 

' 1 ,-.*y. where s your boss? Where's 
8am Kagan? Where is he hiding?" 

rotu looked dully bewildered. 

"I don't know no 8am Kagan,** 

"One of you take him to beadquar- 
tots. Max ordered "Tb • chief will 
lltul a way lu make bun talk You two 
others go through tho building, cellar 
to mol. I'm going back for another 
look around the shop. It'll be worth 
while. If I can mid what 1 want.'' 

A uilnute lati r La mil r was back in 
the vvr*i. ked cobbli r shop Ilo hud 
retur inhered the shoe Hint had rat¬ 
tled when ho so idly played with It 
on Ills visit to Ham the previous day 
And lie fl. t to work looking for It 

One dlsreputubb piece of footgeai 
after another, lm piclo.l up from the 
hi np lu the cornet of the room And 
at mat he found the shoe he sought. 

Wltii nn awl be pried louse the run¬ 
down heel. II was hollow Kiupty 
though the hollow now was It corre¬ 
sponded In every way with lbut In the 


wOLs 


# ' . 1 tf 






,r ' iMP 


Thrust the Hat Into It ana Piled the 
Sand Over It. 

shoe Alma La Salle had boon carry- 
i » under her arm when sho was ar¬ 
rested 

"No sign of Kagan, either In this 
building or the next, reported s po 
llccnian coming In as Max stood ex¬ 
amining the hollow heel. 

"Plenty of signs of bltn bere. 
though, answered (junur. holding up 
the shoe. “I've (ound what I was look¬ 
ing for It’s tho link I needed to 
idnnect Smiling Sam Kagan with 
the Jewel thefts that hare been both 
•wring you people. 

Ten minutes biter Chief Allen was 
listening attentively to Max Lamar's 
story Fifteen minutes later the fol- 
lowiug message was on lu way to 


iwntiuit wo. •* .iMH muon tinki/h.j 

every town In tho state: 

Wasted for Burglary and foe 
•■Fence” Work: Samuel Eagan, Abas 
‘‘Smiling Sam.” 

"We'll have the city scraped for him, 
too, of course.” added the chief, turn¬ 
ing baek lo Larnur. "but there's not 
much uae In that, lie's too slick to 
bung around hero. lie'll beat It for 
the nearest out-of-town biding place 
uud Ilo low there till It s safe lo travel 
farther. 

And In ”8nilling Sum's" case, tho 
chief hud diagnosed the procedure 
with the Hklll ol u mind reader. 

Sum. hamciiing through the yurd at 
Tom Dunn's heels, had prudi ally al¬ 
lowed his "lookout." to pass through 
the gate Into the alley In front of him 
He himself hud lingered for a moment, 
so that Dunn might prove fur him 
whether or not the count was clear. ( 
At first sound of the scuffle. Sum 
hud darted back from the ha f-closed 
gale und across the yurd through the 
rear doorway of the tumbledown 
house that adjoined his own 

Always prepared for emergencies he 
hud snatched Up Ills hat and coal us 
he had left the shop, ou tho approach 
of lumiur und the otheurs. 

Now.Jn the hallway of the house he 
shed his apron, threw It down a coal¬ 
hole. put on the coat uud hut. und very 
sedately wulkcd out of the front door, 
Just beyond the entrance to :ils own 
shop and thence down the street to 
tho rullroud yards. 

Presently his route took him past a 
line of fn-igtu curs When he came to 
an "empty," he clambered Inside amt 
shut the big reddish door behind him. 

Late that night his cur wus coupled 
with thirty others und pulTi d out of 
tho yard Early next day the freight 
trulu rumbled slowly punt a suburban 
Hiatlon and on lulu the sand swept 
waste beyond. 

Sum. through a t ruck In his "side 
door pullniun," hud kept rigid tubs 
ou the trulu's general direction. And 
now he knew Just where he wus. lie 
had cuught a glimpse of the Mutton s 
sign: 

' Surfton by the St-a." 

A brilliant Idea struck him An Idea 
that brought him to his feet with u 
bound and, tugging open the sliding 
door of the cur. he leaped out 
"This'll he worth a dozen reg lar 
hide out places to mu." he chuckled, i 
“Just let me Hud June Travis aud 
spring the right sort of hard luck 
whine, and she II help mu out. all 
right, all right"' 

«•••••• 

Meanwhile, ut Surfton. June Travlo 
had just done what Mary character¬ 
ized us a foolish, daugerous thing. If 
over there wus one." 

The girl had Sent the following tele 
gram to Lamar—first showing It mis¬ 
chievously to the ui-undalUed and pro 
testing Mary 

Mr. Max Lamar, 512 Blank Building: 

As your assistant In "Red Circle" 
cases, I report monkey stolen from 
Italian organ grinder by girl with Red 
Circle on hand. Mary saw her; gives 
description of red hair and blue eye a. 
Better come down and Investigate. 

JUNE TRAVIS. 

"You're uever going to scud that 
crazy message?" Mary gasped us June, 
pausing lu their morning walk, at the 
local telegraph uHL-e, scribbled the 
dlspuicb and laughingly showed It to 
her. 

For reply June handed the telegram 
to the desk clerk. 

Left aloue on the veranda, later 
June beguiled the time for a half hour 
or so In jotting down notes oil hits of 
scratch pad paper notes for Lamar's 
guidance In his hunt fur the pseudo- 
red haired girl with blue eyes. 

Then, growing restless, sho set out 
for a walk ulong the sund ut the base 
of the cliffs, beyond the village. 

June, full of tho glory of the sky, 
strode along the beach with the tread 
of u young goddess. 

Midway In her walk she stopped 
to watch n queer tableau on tho shore, 
a few yards away from her. A young 
man and a girl wore standing facing 
each other, uugry of eye. shurp of 
voice, quarreling violently. The man 
wus clad In bluo serge, and a camera 
was slung from bla shoulder. The 
woman wus in white She curried a 
white parasol with which she was mak¬ 
ing impatient gestures Her suitor huL 
was adorned by an enormous bird of 
paradise plume. 

At second glance June recognized 
the couple. They were a Mr and 
Mrs. luike, newlyweds The bride was 
an old school friend of June's 
June went forward The bride rec¬ 
ognized her and greeted her eagerly 
"Oh. June Travis'" exclaimed the 
bride. I’m so glad to see you' Har¬ 
ry Is being perfectly abominable. What 
do you think he has the nerve to want 
mo to do? He actually wants mu to 
throw away this gorgeous b'inch of 
paradise feathers In my hut' 

"Can you blame me. Miss TravU?" 
put In the groom “I belong to the 
Bird Protection society, and I'm not 
going to allow my wife to bring criti¬ 
cism on me " 

"Mercy?" exclaimed Juno In mock 
terror. ' The man who put bis hand 
between the upper and nether mUI- 


atoncs was a sage, compared to the 
ireckless person who Interferes In a 
quarrel between husband aud wife! 
This Is no place for me!” 

Disregarding their protests, she 
raced on. leaving them. 8ho did not 
pause until she reached the foot of 
the cliffs, fully a furlong awny There - 
she looked hack. She was Just In time 
to see Luke dig his hands deep Into 
hla trousers pockets, shrug Ills shoul¬ 
ders peevishly, aud stalk away. He 
did not once look hack, but strode on 
until he reached n disused boathouse 
farther down the beach. He walked 
around this and seated himself gloom¬ 
ily upon n keg at the side most dis- 
t lit from Ills wife. 

She turned to obaonra the bride. 
Mrs 1 ji ke had scaled herself on tho 
sands, raised her parasol and laid her 
hat mi Hie bench at her side. 

It wus the bride who surrendered. 
Presently she sighed, got to her feet 
and. leaving the parasol and hat on 
the sund, began to walk slowly toward 
the boathouse. June watched her go— 
wutched her until a corner of the boat¬ 
house hid her from view. 

Then, os her own gate strayed hack 
to the place whore the bride hud been 
sluing, June was aware of a throbbing 
and burning ut the back of her right 
hand. She looked down at the hand. 
The Red Circle glowed vividly against 
the snowy tlesh. At the same In¬ 
stant, an Impulse seized aud mustered 
her. 

Darting forward from the base of 
the cliffs, Juno spud to where the hat 
lay forgotten on the beach. A little 
nearer to the water was a cavity, a 
fool or so deep, that some child with 
a pail and shovel had thut morning 
dug In the soft sand. 

June picked up the hat. priceless 
bird of paradise illumes und all, went 
to the hole In tho beach, thrust the lint 
Into it and idled the rand over It. 

Then she glanced furtively along 
the shore. The bride was Mill hidden 
from view by tho boathouse. A very 
devil of mischief danced In Juno's 
oyin. Sho caught up a geashell and 
wrote with It on the sand these 
words: 

"That there may be peace, the Red 
Circle lady has destroyed the offend- 
inq hat." 

She neatly traced a border around 
this queer messuge. stuck up the puru- 
sol alongside it uud run guiltily buck 
to the shelter of the cliff. ^ 

Meanwhile, tho bride, rounding thW 
corner of the boathouse, had beheld 
her newly espoused lord und master 


a worried look after thorn a'nd a mut- 
tored excuse to Mrs. Trnvls. followed 
slowly und ut a distance. 

As June and Igimar went toward tho 
pier, the girl drew from her belt tho 
notes she had scribbled and handed 
them to luunur. 

"These lire very, very Interesting, 
Miss Trnvls." ho lied, und they'll be 
a great help to me Thank you for 
writing them out. I ll study them care¬ 
fully, after I've—•* 

'Here Is the pier." Interrupted Juno. 
"Tho Italian was leaning against that 
sirlngplece asleep. Mary says, when 
tho woman—” 

"Oh. June! June Travis!" broke In 
n volet Juki behind them. "What do 
you suppose huH Just happened?" t 

Itiii,' 1 1 ,rued to see Mr. and Mrs. 
like hurrying toward them. Scarce 
watting to acknowledge June's intro¬ 
duction of l.nuinr. tho newlywed* burst 
Into an Incoherent Joint recital of the 
lost hat mystery. 

Lamar listened with scant Interest— 
annoyed at this breaking up of his 
tetea-U-te with Juno—until tho bride 
addtd: 

And the sign said. 'That there may 
be pence, the Red Circle lady has de¬ 
stroyed the offending hat!' Think of 

thut! It *• 

"What?" ejaculated Lumar. sharply, 
•"Rod Chicle Indy? You're sure?" 

" 1 ‘uniUvu!" declared Hie groom "Wo 
botli aaw It. She Imd written—" 

"Como!" ordered Lamar. "Show uie 
the | lace. Give me your camera We'll 
photograph what she wrote. Then we ll 
have a specimen of her handwriting, 
anyhow." 

Ilo hastened off. guided by the 
lutkes. Juno stood truiiMHxod with 
sudden panic. A light touch on her 
arm made her start violently. Mory 
stood ut her Hide. 

"Mary!" punted tho terror-stricken 
girl. "Listen! I'm in fearful trou¬ 
ble!" 

In n half dozen sentences she told 
her story, ending with lliu scared 
whisper: 

"lie's going to photograph It. And— 
and h»- has sp.-rlnitMia of my handwrit¬ 
ing those silly notes on the case— 
in his pocket. Oh, what are wo to 
dor 

"To do?" echoed tho valorous old 
woman, breaking Into a run. "We're 
to got Hi- re Drat imd rub out thut 
Writing In the sand That's whut we re 
to do Run! There II he time enough 
to scold you. afterward." 

Along tho shore they raced. Hut 
tho distance between them and .tho 



Nature's Pitying Hand Had Sponged Out the Tell-Tale Handwriting. 


sitting glumly on tho keg. with bis 
back lo her. She look a step toward 
him. hesitated, walled a few motm nts 
In the hope that he might turn around, 
and then murmured Indignantly to her¬ 
self: 

"No! 1 won't give In!" 

She turned on her heel and started 
huik to where she hud been sitting. 

|Hut she could not see tho hat and 
parasol where she had left thorn. Her 
Hrst thought whs that someone hud 
stolen them. Then, some distance 
down tho bench, she caught sight of 
the parasol, standing upright III tho 
sand; the murks of small feet lending 
to and from It. 

f*uxzledt> 4 bn bride went to recover 
her lost possession. As sho reached 
the parasol, she saw the writing In the 
sand—saw and read It. With n scream 
—her quarrel quite forgotten In this • 
newer and greater tragedy—she run 
wildly In search of her husband 

June waited no longer. With a sigh, 
sho turned to retrace her steps home¬ 
ward. Already, the Red Circle had 
faded again from her hand. Already 
she was repentant and disgusted at 
her Insane prank. 

Wondering how best she could make 
good the loss to Mrs. Luke, she 
reached her own coll age. In the gar¬ 
den. talking to Mrs. Travis und Mary 
was Max lumiur. who hud JuhI arrived 
at Surfton. In answer to June's tele- I 
gram, and who Imd come directly 
from the elation to the Trnvls cottage. 

June came In upon the group ns 
Mary, very red faced and uncomfort 
able, was llnlshlng a right untruthful 
version of tho monkey theft. June 
came to her relief. 

"Good morning. Mr. Lamar.' she 
said, taking his eagerly outstretched | 
hand, "you didn't waste any time, did 
you Come down to the beach and I'll 
show you whore the monkey wus sto- 
leu. I have some notes to show you. 
too. Notes I took on the case." 

As she spoke, she led the way to¬ 
ward the garden gate Umar gladly 
hurried along at her side. Mary, with 


other three was too great. Ureathlng 
fast and quite exhausted by their long 
run. they dime alongside the Uikes 
nml l.mnar Just ns Max reached the 
upstumlliig parasol In the sands. 

June almost sobbed aloud In Riidden 
relief Tile purasul ferrule wus stund- 
ing an Inch deep in water. The lido 
had crept In. Natures pitying hand 
hud spongi d nut the tell-tulo hand¬ 
writing In the sands. 

"Il» It wus here!' Mrs. Luke was ex¬ 
plaining. tearruUy. "Just right here, 
Mr. Lamar. Aud uud now the tides 
winded It all uwuy. Iluw horrid!" 

• ••••it 

laimur hud not t ome empty handed 
to Surfton.' That evening he called on 
June. Ah they sat In u window nook 
In tin- library of th<- cottugu. lie mild: 

"I have a surprise for you. Miss 
Travis I meant to toll you nhout It 
this morning. Hut nil that excitement 
about the monkey and (he mysterious 
writing on the sand, drove It out of tny 
mind." 

lie held up u pearl pendant that 
dangled from a slender gold chain. At 
sight of It. June cried out Iii Joy. 

"uh. my pearls!" she excluimed, rap¬ 
turously. "My beautiful pendant thut 
was stolen!" 

"I told you how we found the JewelH 
Alma l.a Salle stole at the ball," said 
Max. "I recognized this pendant. And 
I got leave to bring It back to you at 

once." 

"Oh. think you! Thank you a thou¬ 
sand times How shall I ever he able 
to thank you as I ought to?" 

"By letting me put the pendant hack 
where It belongs," he answered, hi* 
eyes agiow. 

With an embarrassed laugh she held 
out the chain to him. Almost rever¬ 
ently ho took it rose and stepped be¬ 
hind her. Caressingly, ho plnced the 
pendant chain about her aofl white 
throat, taking an unduly long lime lu 
closing the catch that fastened the 
trinket In place. 

He was s'andlug behind her. Ilo 
lleving him*. If unseen, be stooped low 


er until his lips rested lightly for sn 
Instant ou the curia. June, looking 
In the opfioalte oval of mirror. - iw 
everything. 

At the almost Imperceptible touch 
of hla lips to her liulr sho fell her 
breath come and go quickly. Bnrne- 
tbtng strange — something terrifying 
yet blissfully happy—dawned all at 
once In her aoul. 

"June!" he breathed, tensely, bend¬ 
ing over until his face was close to 
hers. "June! My—" 

There was a step in tho hallway 
Mary appeared; loitering, na If with¬ 
out purpose. Just outside the open 
library doors. The spell was broken. 
June came to bersell with a si art. as 
though from somu wonderful dream 
"l am afraid It la rather late," said 
Lamar, forcing a commonplace tono 
Into his ugltated voice. "Good night. 
Miss Travis, 1 am glad to have been 
able to get hack your pnndunl for you. 
And I'm sorry to have had to tell you 
your ‘reformed' friend. 8am Kagan. Is 
■till u crook and Is a fugitive from 
Justice. Good night." 

I'utrolman O'Hara—newest member 
of Surfton'a diminutive police force— i 
was walking his beat In u disconsolate 1 
frame of mind, i'utrolman O'Hara 
wus In love The brilliant summer 
moon, tonight, brought him nmmen- I 
tary visions of the glri he wanted to I 
marry. But common sense brought him ! 
fur more clear visions of her obdurato 
old father who would not hear of such 
a marriage until I'atroluiun O'Hara 
should win promotion. 

Hulrolmati O'Hara sighed. Luck 
was dodging him. That was certain. 
Yet he wua forever looking for 
chances to distinguish himself. For 
instance, only this very evening, a 
circular about a futuous metropolitan 
crook liud arrived at the Surfton po¬ 
lice station. O'Hara bad read It six 
times. He had studied the picture of 
tho crook's face until ho felt he would 
kuow It a mile uway. 

I’utrolman O'llura turned a corner 
and came to a standstill us ahrupti) 
as If he hud run Into u atone wall 
Fifty feet ahead of him was an all- 
night lunchroom—the only place on 
the block whose window lights were 
Mill burning. * 

In front of the luucbroom was a 
blackboard menu, setting forth the do 
lights of various stodgy dainties nl 
a comfortably tow price. 

And. In the full Hare of the window 
light, his hut pushod hack on bis fore 
head, stood a uiuu, hungrily reading 
the menu. 

I'utrolman O'Hara had not studied 
that police circular for nothing. At a 
glnnco he recognized tho man beside 
the blackboard menu It was the 
crook whoso rogue's gallery photo¬ 
graph wus reproduced on Ilio circular. 
It was "Smiling 8am" Kagan 
l’utrolmun O'Hara had visions 
again- this time visions of swift pro¬ 
motion. Ills chance bud coma! Hu 
stepped forward. 

At sight of him Kagan wheeled ana 
began to sliutllo away Into the com¬ 
parative durkneas of the moonlit 
street. That wus qulto enough for 
i’utrolman O'Hara. With a about, ho 
gavo chase. 

8am, at sound of the quickened 
step* behind him. broke Into u run. 
Fatrolmun O'Hara's last doubt van¬ 
ished. 

Long legs rnuBt ever win a race 
against short Speedily I'utrolman 
O'lluru gained upon bla quarry, uh 
8am dashed aimlessly up one street 
and down unother. Presently he wus 
almost within uu arm's length of the 
puffing fugitive Another ten seconds 
and his bund would bo ou Kagan's 
collar. 

"Halt!" bawled O'Hurn. "Halt, or 
I’ll shoot!" 

Bam turned In at the entrance of 
an alley and with a llnal spurt of 
speed run up the alleyway. O'Hara 
close behind. The policeman's finger 
was on the trigger. He lacked the pa 
tlonco to run his winded man down. 
Instead, he made good his threat b> 1 
llrlag again. Purposely he ulun-d high, 
hut ho was no marksman, and Ihe 
offect of his bullet filled him with the 
wildest consternation. 

For "Smiling Sum" swerved shnrply 
In his run. gave a coughing cry. stag 
gored forward upon his knees, half 
ro«e. then tumbled prone upon hi* 
face Iti the mud of the ulley. 

"Good Lord!" groaned Patrolman 
O'Hara, suddenly unnerved und shuk 
en with nausea, "I've killed him! I've 
—I've murdered a man!" 

lie stuck the pistol Into his belt 
and went forward to where tho Inert 
body lay. Hesitatingly ha turned tin- | 
huge, lifeless hulk over on its buck 
and stopped to feel'tho heart. 

And In the very same moment the 
murdered man c-uuie to llfo. 

I’utrolman O'Hara felt himself 
clutched by a sinewy, thick hand. ^ 
whose lingers dug deep into his throat. 
Kagun. with his other hand, wrenched I 
the pistol from U Mara's belt nnd 
transferred It to his own pocket. 
Then, with both hands and arms and i 
legs, ho proceeded to gup the dutu ' 
founded officer and lay lilm Hat and 
helpless on his back. 

In a few seconds Kagan wus stand 
Ing above his beaten opponent, pistol 
leveled. 

"Get up!" commanded Kagan, men¬ 
acing t> I ui with the revolver "So! 
No w«Just you run around that corner. 
Mr. Officer, and run around It double 
quick! Run. and keep on running'*' 
Patrolman O’llura In sudden fright, 
did as he was hidden He bolted down 
the alleyway 

Kagan set off In the opposite direc¬ 
tion to that taken by I'atrclman 
O'Hara Clearly there wait no time to 
squander In dreamy Idleness O'Hara, 
at tho alley's mouth, collided with a 
man who was walking along the street 
from tho beach. The officer, aa he ' 
reeled back from the collision, rec¬ 
ognised Max Lamar— the groat crime 


specialist, who had been pointed out 
lo him one day In the city. • 

"Quick!" gurgled O'Hara, pointing 
up the alley. "Smiling 8am Kagan's 
there. He got my gun and—" 

Lamar did not wait for the rest of 
Ibe sorry confession At a bound he 
was in the alloy. At Ita far end the 
moonlight showed him the squat body 
of Kagun vanishing around a bouse 
corner. * 

•'Halil" shouted Lamar, drawing bla 
revolver and pursuing with all the 
■killed speed of a college sprinter. 

Around tho alley corner he ran. Bn 
gan, a Imre thirty yards aliead, heard 
him coming. Halting, 8am bid him¬ 
self behind the Jutting edge of a house 
and fired. Tho bullet flew wide. 

Lamar answered with two shots 
One bullet grazed Sam's car. The 
other flattened itself ugalnst a atone 
Just above hla head. 

Ham. steadying bis arm against the 
house-edgo. tired again This time his 
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She Felt Her Breath Come and Go 
Quickly. 

■hot found a mark, hut not that at 
which he had fired. Patrolman O'Hara, 
charging along the alley to re enforce 
Lamar, wax so unfortunate us lo catch 
the hall in tho calf of the leg. He 
sprawled headlong. 

Most decidedly this was not O'Hara's 
lucky night. 

Sum. aiming with bettor judgment, 
[lulled the trigger again Tho hammer 
fell with a click upon nn exploded car¬ 
tridge. Tho plHtol was empty. Throw¬ 
ing it away, he took to his heels. 

Lamar followed at nu-lng speed, 
halting only now nnd then lo fire. 

Up the all- y enmo a second patrol¬ 
man and several civilians. They halt¬ 
ed ut sight of the wounded O'Hara. 
The latter raised himself on his hands, 
stammered out the gist of tbo story, 
pointed In tho direction whither La- 
mur und Kagan hud disappeared, then 
slumped lo earth In a deud faint. 

The huo uud cry reached tho street 
at tho alley's far end. looked up and 
down, saw no one in either direction, 
then ran valiantly to westward. La¬ 
mar uud his quarry had turned east. 

Lniuur. more than once. In the 
vague moonlight nnd black shadows. 
tnlHsi-d sight of the mnn he followed. 
Once bo completely IobI him. and was 
about to glvu up the chase, whon a 
glimpse or something black, silhouet¬ 
ted against tho skyline and moving 
heavily, like n wounded hull, set him 
off In hot t haso again. 

Hy this time they had left tho vil¬ 
lage behind thorn Sum, running with 
uu sense of direction, found himself 
nl the shoreward bnso of the ridge 
that culminated In tho ocean-side 
cliffs. 

Up tho ridge he scrambled, grunting 
nnd heaving with fatigue. It was then 
that Lamar, two hundred yards behind, 
caught sight of the hroud. squat body 
against the skyline. 

Tp tho ridge tolled Kagan, seeking 
some cavern or rift of rock wherein 
to hide until morning. Ever upvrtird 
he worked his way. 

Clambering as nimbly as a cat. Ui- 
mur swurmeil up tho steep slope be¬ 
hind him. Once only he paused. That 
was when 8am. gaining the summit, 
hulled and stared dazedly around. l*i- 
uiur. resting tils pistol barrel on a 
ledge of rock, pulled trigger. The re¬ 
volver was empty. He dropped It and 
continued his swift climb. 

Sam. gradually recovering his breath, 
heard a stone rultle Just beneath him 
H«' wheeled about, as Lamar bounded 
up to the Out summit rock besldo him. 

No word was spoken. Breath was 
too scant and too precious for that 
The two men sprang at each ether. 

Unarmed, forced to rely on nature's 
primal weapons, they came together 
with a thudding shock that sent them 
both to the ground. 

Gripping each other In murderous 
fury, they regained their feet. and. on 
the slippery edge of tho cliff, with a 
sheer drop of SOU feet to the sea that 
thundered below them, they fought. 

To and fro they reeled, on the peril¬ 
ous verge of the precipice—there, on 
the black cliff In the white moonlight 
Hitting, wrestling, struggling, they 
battled tiny specks of living and vi¬ 
brant hatred suspended between sea 
and sky. 

Inch by Inch Ram began to drag hla 
lighter foe toward the brink of the 
precipice. 

I END OF EIGHTH INSTALLMENT.) 







women were altting on a rock. In the { 
sunshine, end toward them e men wee 
hurrying. The men'e beck wee toward 
Bern; but the watcher recognised the 1 
two women ea June Trarla end Mery. 

June end her old nuree had aet forth 1 
on their morning walk along the eanda 
and bad paused at the rock to pick 
out a tftio for the picnic lunch the girl 
had planned for later In the day. A* 1 
they aat In the aunahtne. June pointed 
to a flat-topped bowlder, farther In- 
ahore. aa an Ideal natural lunch-table. 

They were about to go over and In¬ 
vestigate It when a quick atep behind 
them In the Band made them turn. 
Max Lamar was coming toward them 
fary shuddered. Involuntarily, and 
i trunk back. But June, with a smile 
of genuine welcome, held out her band 
In greeting to him. 

Suddenly, her arma still extended, 
and before her Angers could touch his, 
ahe exclaimed In quick sympathy: - | 

“You’re hurt! You're badly hurt I 
What la lt?" 

Mary, at the girl's alarmed exclama¬ 
tion. glanced at Lamar. His right hand 
.was bandaged. His under Up was cut. 

"What la It?” repeated June, anx¬ 
iously. "How are you hurt. Mr. La¬ 
mar? Tell me." 

“That?" said Lamar lightly, as he 
held up his bandaged hand. "Ob that'* 
Just a little souvenir from your dear 
old friend. 'Smiling Sam' Ragan.'* 

"Tell me!" urged June. 

Briefly—and still treating the theme 
In Jest rather than seriousness—Max 
told her the story. 

"Last night, when this tramp took 
me home." he ended. “I was so rattled 
I let him get away without half thank 
lug him.’ 

"Excuse me. Mr. Lamar," said a 
voice behind Max. "They told us at 
the hotel that you'd started for the 
beach. May we Interrupt you for a 
minute?" 

Lamar got up from the rock, glanc 
Ing not overfriendly at the two men 
who bad broken In on his talk Then 
as he recognized the Interlopers his 
face cleared. 

“Hello. Boyle!" he said cordially. 
"Hello. Jacobs! Miss Trsvts. will you 
excuse me? I sha n't be long. I'll be 
back In five minutes." 

He moved away, the two detective! 
walking one on either side of him. 

“Sorry to butt In. Mr. Lamar. Chiefs 
orders. Here's a letter from him. If 
you don't want to read all of It, I'll 
give you the gist now. We're down 
here looking for Charles Gordon—you 
remember? Tho lawyer who enibea* 
zled $76,000 worth of Farwell corpo¬ 
ration securities and then got away 
from a couple of our men? Well, 
we've traced him down here. Got a 
pretty good line on him too. And 
we've run down to gather him In. 
Chief wants to know If you'll help us 
out. Not that there's any need. But—" 

“Gordon!" exclaimed >!■*• » light of 
memory leaping Into his face. “Gor- 
don! Charles Gordon, the crooked 
lawyer! That's the man!" 

“We have a lip that he's living In a 
but. down below here, on the shore. 
Just beyond that point over there. We 
wero on our way there and we were 
keeping a lookout for you at the same 
time. What's tho matter with your 
hand?" he broke off. 

"Your Up's cut, too." put In Boyle. 
“How does tho other fellow look after 
tho scrimmage? Is be In the hospital 
or buying a championship medal?" 

“He's at large," replied Ijtmar, ea¬ 
gerly grasping the change of subject 
"And he's Smiling Sam' Eagan." 

“What?" cried both men In a breath 

"I saw him Inst night, and I gave 
chase. I caught up with him at the 
top of tho bluff over there. We bad a 
tussle and—aqd—" 

“And what?” demanded Boyle. 

“And he got away." finished Max. 
lamely. "Now. If you want a real cap¬ 
ture. why not start In after Eagan? 

“Our guns are loaded for runaway 
lawyers." returned Jacobs—"not for 
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lar of the two Jaw-blows, lurched for¬ 
ward tc peer down at his vanished 
foe. But at the first uncertain step, 
he paused. Over the side of the 
cliff, some ten feet beyond, appeared 
the head and shoulders of a man. A 
moment later the lean body of Mike 
scrambled to Its feet on the sum¬ 
mit. 

Panting and exhausted from bis 
steep climb, the beach comber moved 
forward uncertainly. Sam. seeing him 
approach, fancied the whole man hunt 
was upon nim, and that a dozen or 
more pursuers might be ut bend He 
snarled like a wild beast cornered. 
Wltb one smash of nls beefy list be 
knocked the panting beach couiber 
half senseless to the ground; then 
made off at top speed slong the sum¬ 
mit of tho bluff. 

As Mike blinked uncortatniy about 
him. he heard a muffled cry that 
seemed to come from the ground be¬ 
neath his feet, lie Jumped to one 
aide, in superstitious dread. 

"Who'e—who's there?* he mum¬ 
bled. 

Six feet below nim. ami li.tuglng 
over a sheer three hunJred foot drop, 
clung a man a man who bud broken 
bla fall by seizing an outcropping Jut 
of stone. 

To the stone the unfortunate Lamar 
wua clinging with both bands. 

Mike drew back from the edge, 
yanked off hla nigged coat, twisted It. 
ropewlse. and tied one end firmly 
around Ills thin waist. He wound both 
his spindling legs around on uperup- 
plng rock near the edge and once more 
leaned over. 

Thu collar of the coat brusheo 
against l.amar‘s face. Mux seized It. 
The weight nearly tore thu tramp 
loose from his Impromptu anchorage 
But bo set bis teeth and hauled up¬ 
ward » 

After what seemed a century of 
agonized efft rt. Max rolled over the 
edge on to tho crisp grass of the sum¬ 
mit. There, side by side, he and his 
rescuer lay for a space—panting. 

.Mux was in horrible condition. His 
ev«nlng clothes were .torn to ribbons. 
Ills fuce was bloodsmcared and 
bruised. His palms were raw and 
bleeding. 

"Where shall i take you?" asked the 
beach comber. 

“To the Surfton hotel, please." an 
swered Max, "If you can." 

Slowly, lutmar leaning heavily on 
his new found friend, they set off to¬ 
ward the hotel. Ten minutes later, 
they were In Max's own room; and 
Mike was easing the Injured man care¬ 
fully down tuto a chair. As be did so. 
their eyes met full in the glare of the 
electric light above them. 

The beach comber started violently; 
bis pallid face turned battleship color. 
He turned and made as though to 
leave the room. 

"Wait!” pantod Lamar. "1 can't let 
you go like this, old man. You've done 
me a mighty big service—bigger than 
1 can ever repay. What can I do for 
you In return?" 

"Nothing mi all. Mr. Lamar," was 
thu beach comber's reply. "I’m glad 
to havo been of service to you." 

"You know my name!" ejaculated 
Lamar 

"I—I have seen you several times," 
evaded the other. 

"If you won't let me try to repay 
you now," urged Larmar, “at least 
let me be of use to you If ever you 
need help. Here." 

Shakily, he drew out one of his 
cards, from bis torn vest pocket, 
scrawled a word or two on It and 
handed It to Mike. The latter took 
the card, pocketed It and—uneasy un¬ 
der the Increasing curiosity In Max's 
gaze—shuffled hurriedly from the 
room. 

Lamar stared after him; bewilder¬ 
ment momentarily making him forget 
hts pain and fatigue. 

“I know I’ve seen him before," be 
murmured aloud. "But where and 
when? It wasn't with that tallow 
wblto face and bunted look ana two- 
weeks' stubblo of beard. 1 know that 
But—but—who Is he?" 


. •’Circle Jim" Borden, named from a red 
birthmark on his hand, haa a«rv«d hla 
third priaon term. Oiw lit each Borden 
ttauerailcn. always u criminal, hua borua 
lha fled Circle mark. Jim nnd Ida aon 
Tod ore the only known living at the 
Bordens Mas Lamar, a detective, la de¬ 
tailed to kti. |i nn eye on Jim. June Travis 
nnd liet mother meet JUn as lie le re- 
mnwsl Jill, nnd Ted or. killed. Next 
W Y ■*«* the Rad Circle on a wom¬ 

an s hand outside a c-urtulned automobile. 
June, marked with the It. U Circle, rubs 
Orunt. a loan shark. Mary Juno's nurse, 
discovers her theft anil tell* her ahe la 
"Circle Jim's" duughter, IhouRh Mrs. 
Travis does not know. Mary trick* Lit-" 
mar Jim-, dressed as u boy. recovers 
Mary - mitt from the police. Lamar delta 
"Binllliitj Bum." Jlm'a old crime purl nor. 
Al lhe- seaside June steals war Inveiitlou 
plans from Todd Drew and sinks them In 
the *. It with her troy's dollies 8>-nt to 
Hurfton hy Hmlllmt Hmjii. Alma lot Hallo 
paints tlu- lied Circle on her hand and 
mhs the uursts at a hall. Mary sees her 
wash off lhe murk and points her out 
lu I dinar who follows her back to town, 
capture* her with the Jrwi-la and Roes 
ufler ".'‘lulling Hum " Oil tho odge of a 
• llff piirvuer and pursued rng.tgo In dead¬ 
ly combat. 


That’s why Chesterfields are like a 
good cup of coffee—they taste fine and, 
in addition, they satisfy! 

But, besides letting you know you’ve 
been smoking, Chesterfields are MILD, 


NINTH INSTALLMENT 
“DODGING THE LAW” 


Tho beach comber was shuffling 
along thu uanda, llku some furtively 
uncouth night animal. Hu was a 
forlorn spectacle—unshaven, ill clad. 
For u week, now, he ha-J dwelt In a 
tumble-down shack at tho far end 
of Surfnm beach. 

Only after dark did he venture forth 
jn search of food or firewood. The 
\-w people wh» had seen him on 
AMO night prowls thought him a 
mere tramp and nU-knatned him 
"Mike" 

This evening Mike was scouring 
the shore for driftwooi Ills gaze was 
caught and gripped by s-<mc(hlng that 
swayed and reeled eccentrically on the 
verge of the cliff, far above him. 

He looked more closely. There, sil¬ 
houetted against tlie brightness of the 
midnight sky. he could make out two 
cloae-locked bodies lighting tor very 
life on the cliff edge 

Mike stared upward, spellbound. 
Then he shouted The night wind 
carried away his cry of warning. 
Galvanized Into feverish activity, be 
cast aside his carefully hoarded arm¬ 
ful of wood and ran to the base of 
tho cliff. 

Forgetful of hla own safety, Mike 
began to swarm up the Keep trail, 
toward the summit 

Max laiiuar was yielding, inch by 
Inch to tho fearful pressure of his 
foe With every ounce of his 240 


Chesterfield is the one cigarette that 
can give you this new delight ( satisfy, yet 
mild), because no cigarette maker can 
copy the Chesterfield blend—an entirely new 
combination of tobaccos and the greatest 
advance in cigarette blending in 20 years. 


Give me a package of those cigarettes that SA TISFY / 


The fool with money to burn may 
drive an ash cart in after years. 

When the star boarder marries hla 
landlady he becomes a fixed atar. 

Two women like-to start a fuss and 
then leave their husband* to fight it 
out. 


BRING IN YOUR 

Hides and Furs 


Taka tablespoon ful of Salta if Back 
huts or Bladder bother*-Drink 
lota of water. 


DRINK HOT TEA 

FOR A RAD GOLD 


Slowly They Set Off Toward the Hotel. 

pounds, and with every atom of hla 
mlghtV atrength, "Smiling Sam" Eagan 
wua striving to drag Lumar to the 
cliff brink and hurl him over. 

Max realized hla enemy'a Intent, an{ 
fought like a wildcat to cverccme the 
terrible handicap of weight. HB 
wrenched one arm free and struck. 
Hla left flat battered thuddlngly 
against the sweating flush of Eagan's 
upturred face. 

Eagan shifted hla bold, bo a* to 
pinion the fiercely driven left arm. 
and twisted hla bruad face to cnesldo 
to evado the shower of blew*. 

Tbo maneuver enabled Max to tear 
free nia right arm. Bracing himself, 
he threw every atom of bla weight 
and bis waning strength Into a ehert- 
arm uppercut Hla flat caught Sam at 
the point of the Jaw, 

Eagan a mighty arms relaxed their 
hold under the Impact of the olow. 

Before oe could brace himself, La- 
mar struck again Kagan reeled back- 
.%u-d. dizzy and all but helpless. With 
boxer's intuition. Max knew a third 
blow would end the fight. He braced 
hla feet to deliver It. throwing bla 
right root several Inches behlDd tbo 
left 

The right foot did not touen ground. 
Instead, it swung out into apace For 
lanir was on the very edge ot the 
precipice. Understanding hla peril, 
he flung himself forward. 

Che movement caused a cave-in ot 
th<f crumbling verge beneath bia right 
foot He threw out bla arms to save 
Himself But it waa too late to re¬ 
cover tus balance Over the edge ala 
body crashed. 

Sam. nta brain clearing trots tho 


We are a nation of meat eaters and 
our blood is filled with urie acid, nays a 
well-known authority, who warns us to 
be constantly on guard against kidney 
trouble. 

The kidneys do their utmost to free 
the blood of this irritating acid, but 
become weak from the overwork; Un-y 
get aluggish; tho eliminative tissue* dog 
and thus the waste is retained I 'he 
blood to poiaon the entire system. 

When your kidney* ache and feel like 
lumps of lead, and you have stinging 
pains in the hock or the urine is cloudy, 
full of sediment, nr the bladder is irri¬ 
table, obliging you t» seek relief during 
the night; when von hare severe head¬ 
aches, nervous and dizzy spells, sleepless¬ 
ness, acid stomach or rheumatism in bad 
weather, get from your pharmacist about 
four ounces of Jail Salta; take a 
tablespoon ful In a glaee of water before 
breakfast each morning and In a few 
day* your kidneys will act fine. This 
famous salts u> made from the acid o t 
grape* and lemon juiae. combined with 
lithia, and haa been used for gen-r*Uona 
to flush and stimulate clogged kidney*, 
to neutralire the sold* in urine so it la 
no longer s. so u rce of irritation, thus 
ending nrinsirv and bladder disorder*. 

dad Salta is inexpen* ive and cannot 
Injure; make* a delightful effervescent 
lUhia water drink, and nobody can make 
a mistake by taking a little occasionally 
to keep the kidneys clean and sr'lva. 


Get n small package of Hamburg 
Breeot Tea. or as the German folks 
call it, "Hamburger Bruit Thee," at any 
pharmacy. Take a tablespoonful of the 
tea, put a cup of boiling water upon 
it, pour through a sieve and drink a 
teacup full at any time during the 
day or before retiring. It is the moat 
effective way to break a cold and cur* 
grip, as it opens tho pores of the akin, 
relieving congestion. Also loosens the 
bowels, thus driving a cold from tha 
system. 

Try it the next time yon suffer from 
a cold or the grip. It is inexpensive 
and entirely vegetable, therefore aat* 

and harmless. 
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H. RUNG 


The morning sun wo* blazing on 
tho wave* and turning Surfton beach 
Into a vlata of glittering silver. 

From a half-hidden cave mouth 
near the base of the bluff* peered 
forth a puffy and bruised face 

"Smiling Sam" Eagan bad blundered 
upon this cat* In th« course of hi* 
flight, after hla battle with Lamar 

He looked up and down the gleam 
Ing beach, wondering If he might dare 
venture forth to appease his goading 
hunger, but. even a* he took a atep 
forward, be baited and shrank back 
again. 

Along the shore, a ’urlong distant, 
two men were strolling, and to Sam's 
keen eye* their faces were clearly vis¬ 
ible. 

"Jacobs!" be sputtered wrath fully 
"And Boyle! The two fly central ofllct 
detectives that used to work with La¬ 
mar. Geei The police haven't wasted 
much time in billing my trail.' 

He drew back Into hie cave pausing 
only for an instant to peer down the 
beaffd In the vppoatte direction from 
that whenre he had seen the two de¬ 
tectives. There, in the distance, taro 


LATH BOLTS 
Wanted At Once! 


Rob Pain and Stiffness away with 
a small bottle of old hone* 

Bt, Jacob* Oil 

When yonr back ia sore and lam* 
of ImbAgo, Bciatica or rheumatiim bat 
you stiffened up. don’t suffer I Oet a 
S5 cent liottle of old, honaat "St. 
Jacobs Oil” at any drug store, pour a 
little in your band and rub It right 
into the pain or ache, and by the timo 
you count fifty, the soreness and laao> 
nr*s is gone. , 

Don't stay crippled! This soothing,’ 
penetrating oil needs to be usad only 
once. It takes tho aeffe and pain right 
out of tour back and ends the misery. 
It it magical, yet absolutely barm less 
and doesn't burn the skin. 

Nothing else stops lumbago, eciatia* 
•ad lame book misery so promptly I 


Must be not less than 5 in 
diameter and 49 in. length 
HEMLOCK, Spruce, Balaan 
and Cedar. Hemlock Bolt 
must be separate. 

Will pay $4 00 deli? 
ered at Mill B. 

East Jordan 

Lumber Co 


BABY HAD WBOONNG COUGH 

Mrs. Sam C. Small, Clayton. N. M. 
write#: "My grandson had whooping 
cough when he was three month* old. 
We used Foley*# Honey snd Tar and 1 
I relieve il saved his life. He ia now big 
and fat." Foley'# Honey and Tar i# a 
line thing to have in the house for 
whooping cough, croup, cough*, colds. 
—Hite's Drug Store. 
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"A Ore?" echoed Lamar, looking 
toward the smudge of amoke that be¬ 
gan to crawl upward over the Jutting 
■houlder of tho point. “1 should say 
to. And. look how everyone la run¬ 
ning’ Let's go to see It" 

I-anmr reached the scene of the 
blase to And a crowd already there. 
The Are shared public attention with 
two men, one of whom held the othor'H 
head on hla knee. 

Max shouldered bis way through tho 
group that hemmed In these two. 
Boyle looked up and recognised him. 

"He's coming 'round, all right, Mr. 
Lamar." be said "Smoke was too 
much for him. Gee, but we had one 
queer time In that shack!" 

“In the shackT" repeated Lamar. 
“You surely never weut Into that blaz¬ 
ing hovel to look for your man?" 

"We sure did." responded Boyle. 
"Only It wasn’t blazing then. We bust 
In the door and started for an Inner 
door. And then a woman's hand stuck 
out through the opening and—It had 
a lighted lamp. Threw the lamp at us 
and—" 

"A woman?” questioned the nmazed 
Lamar. "A woman—threw a lamp at 
you?" 

"It was a woman, all right," Insisted 
Boyle. “No man ever had such a little 
white hand. Besides—" 

"Besides." gasped Jacobs feebly, 
"the hand had a Rod Circle on the 
back." 

"No!" gasped Lainar, dumfoundud. 
Incredulous. "No! It couldn't have 
been! Not—" 

"It was though," declared Boyle. 
"Wo both saw It. Wo—" 

"Mies Travis!" broke In Lamar, as 
he caught sight of June, who had Just 
come up. “Do you hear this? These 
men say a woman was In that shack— 
that sho threw a lamp at them—that 
there was n Red Circle on her hand." 

"No. really?” exclaimed June. "A 
woman—with tho Red Circle—?" 

Sho checkod herself abruptly. La- 
mur'H gazo was Uxed on her own right 
hand, carelessly displayed to his view. 
Her guilty glancs fell to the back of 
her hand. It was snowy, velvety, 
shapely. No sign of the Ki-d Clrcls 
was visible on its smooth surface. 

“Can—can you explain It?" sho fal¬ 
tered. "Can you explain how a wom¬ 
an — with the Red Circle — could 


Just below him a dapper little Jap en¬ 
gaged In sotting a picnic table. Ho 
saw—heavenly sight!— ■ great basket 
of food Just behind the busy Jsp. 

No halo man who has gone hungry 
for thirty hours will blame tho fugitive 
for laying aside his armor of prudence 
at sight and smell of the foasl that 
filled the big lunch basket 

Noiselessly he crept from his hid¬ 
ing place. On tiptoe he made his 
way toward the table. Yama was 
stooping forward, arranging a handful 
of silver at one of the three plates. 

8am leaned over him, and with light¬ 
ning motion caught up tho edges of 
the tablecloth and swathed the Jap's 
meager body In them. 

Knotting the cloth ends firmly be¬ 
hind the back of the squealing and 
vainly struggling little butler. 8am 
made a rush for the food basket, 
snatched- It up and bounded lumber- 
Ingly ofT among the rocks, seeking a 
safe place where he might hide and 
devour his fragrant prize. 

Kagan had sense enough not to go 
back to his cave with his plunder. 
That was much too near the scene of 
his theft. Possible searchers would 
see tho cavern-mouth and explore It. 
lie must get far enough away to 
dodgo pursuit, before settling down 
to the delights of his stolen banquet. 

Ahead of him was a hillock made 
up of broken bowlders In whoso niches 
a man could elude a whole cordon of 
police. And toward this hillock. Kagan 
ran. 

Ills way took him along a rocky 
bit of beach, whore be most needs 
jump from atone to stone. The tide 
was In. The water swirled thirstily 
among tho rocks as ho rushed on¬ 
ward. 

He came to a place where be could 
not stride from bowlder to bowlder to 


(Continued from Page Three) 


out hesitation, ane flung open the win¬ 
dow and climbed on over the sill. 

Juns found herself In a cubbyhole 
of a room whose only articles of fur¬ 
niture were a tumbledown cot bed and 
a rickety table, on which stood an oil 
lamp. 

A crazy door led from this tiny bed¬ 
room to the room beyond. June threw 
wide the door—and confronted a 
scared, crouching man. who bllnkod at 
hor In dumb terror. 

"Mr. Oordon!" she said. Incisively, 
as If talking to a delirium victim. 

"The police are after you Get out 
of that bedroom window and make 
for the rocks. I'll bold them till you're 
out of reach. Go!" 

She seized him by the arm. as she 
spoke, drawing him toward the win¬ 
dow. Aa she did so. a thunderous 
knocking sounded at the outer door 
followed by a sharp summons of: 

"Open, in the name of the law!” 

Gordon hesitated no longer. He 
bent and kissed June's bond. Then, 
be bolted out through the rear win¬ 
dow and ran like a chased rabbit 
toward the shelter of tho headland 
rocks. 

"He'U never make It," she mut¬ 
tered, “unloss—" 

She slammed shut the door leading 
from the bedroom to the front room. 

Picking up one of a handful of scat¬ 
tered matches on tho bedroom tablo. 
she lighted tho dirty little kerosene 
bunp. 

At the samo moment the two deteo- 
tlves burst open the outer door and 
piled Into the front room. There, 
for a second, they halted in wonder. 

Before them was the slightly opun 
door of the bedroom. Through tho 
crack between door Jamb and door¬ 
way. appeared a white band—a wom¬ 
an's bond—and part of aa arm. 

The hand grasped a burning kero¬ 
sene lamp whose smoky chimney wab¬ 
bled dangerously. Yes, and on tho 
back of the white band shone a dr 
dot of scarlet 

"The Red Circle!" ejaculuted Boyle; 
and started forward—a human hound 

upon the scent. | "No." he said brusquely, as ho fought 

"Back!" shrilled a woman’s voice to shake off a feeling of strung* mls- 
from behind the balf-shmt door—a trust that encompassed him. "No. 1 
voice that echoed through the bare can't. I—1 can't!" 
shack like a silver bugle’s call. "Back! Then, with an effort, changing the 
If you take another step forward subject, ho went on: 

I'll throw this lamp." "My letter from Chief Allen begs me 

"Rush her!" yelled Boyle. "We'll to come back to town anil consult wlih 
get 'em both. Gordon and the Red him on the Gordon ense. I must catch 
Circle woman! Rush her!" tho noon train, If I can. Good-by." 

He bounded forward as he spoke. Abrupt!? ho turned away. Ignoring 
Jacobs at his heels. And. across the the girl's pretty gesture of furewell, 
little room, like a flaming meteor, ••••••• 

whizzed the lamp. Mrs. Travis came down to tho beach"!* 

The blazing lamp crashed to the at noontide, In her car. On tho front 
floor at Jacob's feet. Thero was a seat, beside the chauffeur, rode Yarns, 
flare, an explosion, and the room was Tho tonneau was half Oiled with ham- 
thick with blinding smoke. pers and baskets. 

Jacobs reeled back, gasping; bis From the table bowlder they had 
lungs burstlngly agonized with the chosen for their luncheon be ard ear- 
kerosene fumes he had swallowed. Her In the morning June and Mary 
He fell prostrated across tho wooden waved to Mrs. Travis, 
flooring which the burning kerosono "Here," directed Jude, aa the Jap 
had already begun to Ignite. camo plodding up, "here Is the rock. 

! Boyle stooped and groped through Yama. Spread the lunch there, and 
the smoke for the Bwoontng man. put tho car cushions on thoso rows of 
found him and dragged him through stones to each side. Call us when 
the choking fumes to the outer door, you’re ready. And bo ready as soon 

Meanwhile, as soon as sbe bad as you can. I'm starved. Mrs. Travis 
launched the lamp at her antagonists, wants to see where the fire was this 
June had. wheeled about and leaped morning. We will bo back In five min- 
througb tho bedroom window. ' utos. Try to have everything on the 


and we are here with a stock of warm clothing 
and footwea? for the entire family at prices that 
will reach the purse of every economical shopper. 

THE LEADER stands for “We Lead in Econ¬ 
omy and Quality. 

Those are only n few of the many Bui'gaius to he seen at THE LEADER Now:— 


Men’s best >1.00 first quality Rub- 
bers at 59c pull*. 


Men.s extra heavy corduroy Coats, 
Mackinaw lined, with high storm 
collars, good $3 60 value, $2 69 


a Men’s !>est quality four-buckle Arctics 

I $2-19 pair. 


One lot of men's heavy wool 
$2.60 values for SI 79 pair 


one-buckle Arctics 


Ladies two-buckle heavy and medium 
weight Arctics $1-39 pair. 


Men’s extra heavy red rolled sole pure 
glim Rubbers, $1.60 values, SI-19- 


Misses and childrens high legging and 
arctics attached, also four-buckle 
arctics, a bargain. $1-29 pair. 


One lot of men’s S-in top felt Shoes, 
sheepskin lined, with felt or leather 
soles, $3.50 values with or without 
rubber heels, $2 48 pair. 


One lot of men’s German 
wool and extra heavy, 
values 75c pair. 


Men’s extra heavy fleeced Union Suits 
$1.25 value, 89c each. 


One lot of boy’s German Socks, heavy 
tufted lined 76c value, 43c pair. 


We carry a full line of mens and boys 
Soo wool Mackinaws. Pants, Shirts 
and JunqMU-s. prices always a little 
less. 


One lot of men’s Mackinaw lined duck 
Coats, special, $1-29 each. 


Madison Block, Main-St., East Jordan $ 


A Jeweler says pearls are like women 
—they require a lot of attention. 

It's easier to approach luxuries than 
it is to back away from them again. 

Marriage is seldom a failure if neither 
party .to the contract has any relations 
to interfere. 


"The—the Red Circle!" gurgled 
Kagan. In stark amaze, "The—the Red 
Circle!—June Travis!" 

A gleam of wolfish cunning began 
to replace the blank wonder on his 
face. 

(END OP NINTH INSTALLMENT J 


Telle why everyone should drink 
hot water each morning 
before breakfast. 


Why Is man and woman, half the 
time, feeling nervous, despondent, 
worried; some days headachy, dull and 
unBtrung; some days really Incapaci¬ 
tated by Illness. 

If we all would practice Inside-bath¬ 
ing. what a gratifying change would 
take place. Instead of thousands of 
naif-sick, anaomlc-looklng souls with 
pasty, muddy complexions wc should 
see crowds of happy, healthy, rosy 
cheeked people everywhere. The rea¬ 
son Is that the l.uman syrteiu does nut 
rid Itself each day of all the waste 
whk:h It accumulates under our pres¬ 
ent mode of living. For every ounce 
of food and drink taken Into tho system 
nearly an ounce of waste material 
must be carried out, else It ferments 
and forms ptomaine like poisons which 
are absorbed Into the blood. 

Just ns necessary as It Is tu clean 
the ashes from the furnace each day, 
before the Ore will burn bright and 
hot, so we must each morning clear 
the Inside organs of the previous day's 
accumulation of Indigestible waste and 
body toxins. Men and women, whethe. 
sick or well, are advised to drink each 
morning, before breakfast, a glass of 
real hot water with a teaspoonful of 
limestone phospbate In It, as a harm¬ 
less means of washing out of the 
stomach, liver, kidneys and bowels tbo 
Indigestible material, waste, sour bile 
and toxins; thus cleansing, sweeten¬ 
ing and purifying the entire alimen¬ 
tary canal beforo putting more food 
Into the stomach. 

Millions of people who had their turn 
at constipation, bilious attacks, geld 

.._. . stomach, nervous days snd sleepless 

la, let It metrate through nights have become real cranks about 
■age of the hmd: soothe the morning Inalde-hath. A quarter 
swollen, inflamed mucous pound of limestone phosphate will not 
d relief comes instantly, cost much st the drug store, but la 
ist every cold and catarrh sufficient to demonstrate to anyone, 


fo /FRESH 

£ PASTEURIZED » 
l \JKII LK J j 


there did It Yams,” she continued, l-’oley Cathartic 
"Go back to Uw car, and ask if Gav- |aj hod est. 0 1 

r;,r,u- 0 n a^ ,n lh8t d,r ~ ™r c \ pr ? h o 

Loft alone, June and Mary stared lhe 
at each other In dumb astonishment, " aus0 “- 'fey kc 
Then, nit nt once, the fuuny side of the liver active, at: 
the mishap struck June. She threw They banish bil: 
bark her head and laughed. aches, sour stoi 

The daring clevernoss of the thief Hite's Drug Store 
appealed to the newly awakened 
criminality In her nature. And. as a man with a sn 
sbe laughed, the Red Circle began |o chtBB< 

to throb and glow on the back of her 
hand - Coffee is a bad t 

Sam Eagan, having crawled as near per—especially ifl 
as be dared, to the spot where he how to make it. 
still hoped to llnd food, caught sight 
of June and heard her gay laughter. THIS—AND 

He paused. hesitant, behind a rock, 
debating whether or not It would be DON'T MISS HI 


Lamar’s Gaze Was Fixed 


on Her Own Right Hand. 


While Boyle was seeking to got Ja¬ 
cobs out of the bunting shack, sbe 
was speeding along the sand toward 
the rock where she had left Lamar 
and Mary. 

Gordon, too, bad profited mightily 
by her delay. From the rocks ho 
made hla way to the highroad that 
led from Surftoo to the city. An auto 
truck, city-bound, chugged past. Just 
as be reached the road. With a lithe 
spring, be swung himself up to a 
precarious seat at its tailboard. 

As she ran, June looked backward. 
The shack was a pillar of flame. 

Presently, as she rounded the point, 
aha dropped to a sedate walk Mary 
and Lamar were coming forward from, 
the rock, to meet her She forced her 
labored breathing Into some sort of 
regularity and answered the oager 
question In their eyes by calling out 
to them: 

"I was too late. He had gotten 
away. But I saw the detectives going 
toward the shack. It seemed to be on 
Are—or—or something." 


table by that time." 

The three women strolled away. 

Varna, as they left him, set to work 
with a will to get the luncheon ready 
within the brief live minutes allotted 
him. 

As tho Jap was not gifted with eyes 
in his bark, he dl>1 not see a frowsy 
head emerge from a cave-mouth in (he 
lower part of tho bluff, a few yards 
behind him 

Sain Kagan had tried lo sleep his 
hunger away, until such time as It 
might be safe to venture out on the 
open beach without fear of meeting 
tho police. Suddenly his nostrils had 
been tickled »y the smell of food. 

Then, at once, his whole starved sys¬ 
tem clamored ravenously for some¬ 
thing to eat Ills craving for food hail 
redoubled since morning. Now It 
drove sway cauilon and common sense. 

He muat eat. though he go to prison 
for life. In payment for hla meal. 

F.ngnn thrust out his head from the 
cave. He saw Mra. Travis walking It the s< arlet sign on her hand back 
aw ay with .June and M ary. He saw flashed forth. 


PUT CREAM IN NOSE 

AND STOP CATARRH 


i Open Clogged 
End Head-Cold 


pound for coughs, cold* and croup; 
Foley Kidney Pills, and Foley Cathartic 
Tablets.—Hite's Drug Store. 











They let you know you’ve been 
smoking—and yet they’re MILD 


GncleCfe 


iiirve 

AUTHOR OF "THE FIGHTER," "CALEB CON¬ 
OVER," "SYRIA FROM THE SADDLE." ETC 

NOVELIZED FROM PATHE PHOTO PLAY OF 
THE SAME NAME BY WILL M. RITCHEY. 

■torrsitm ms. n *s»««i »*>w» m miM J 

Ing there, before me. and asking mo 
that?" 

Sam thiew back his head and roared 
aloud with genuine laughter. Mary 
ran to June and put her arms around 
her. • 

He stepped before them and blocked 
their way. Then he pointed a stubby, 
gruy-smlrehed foretlnger at Junes 
lightly clasped hands 

"Not so quick!" he repeated sharps 
,ly. “I've got your pedigree, and It's 
a peach." 

Cold fear crept Into June's heart 
She made a spasmodic attempt to hide 
her hands behind her back. Sam 
laughed triumphantly. 

"Who would 'a' thought tt." he 
purred at her. ‘ Miss Juno Travis— 
prison worker, Baver of souls, a little 
ntigel of the cells a crook— daughter 
of 'Circle Jim,' tho slickest thing 1 
ever chummed with." # 

“Como to tho house with me!" Mary 
Implored piteously. 

“Didn't I tell you not so quick, old 
lady? She uln't going to the house 
with vou nnd leave me cold. (Jet iue?" 
he snarled. 

"What do you want?" asked June, 
looking straight Into Ills vicious little 
eyes. 

"Oh. going to be nasty about It. 
eh? Well, now look here, you—cut 
It. They're after me. And 'Circle 
Jim's' daughter will get me food an I 
protection or I'll squeal good and 
plenty and trade her secret to the po¬ 
lice, Bee?" 

Juno shrank Into Mary's arms--ull 
her bravado gone. 

"Oh. maybe nia would llko to know 
tho glad news'" lio sneered. "Well, 
.here goes." 

"Stop!" June caught at his dirty 
wrinkled coat sleeve. "Hide! Hid*- 
quickly, before they gee you' To¬ 
night I'll leave a basket of food for 
you at the corner of our garngo—you 
Now. hide!” 


In other words, Chesterfield 
Cigarettes are MILD—and yet they 
satisfy. This is something totally new 
to cigarettes. .It goes further than 
pleasing your taste— satisfy does for 
your smoking what a juicy slice of 
hot roast beef does for your appetite. 

Chesterfields satisfy —they let you 
know you’ve been smoking. 


But they’re MILD, too—Chester¬ 
fields are! 

If you want this new cigarette delight 
(satisfy, yet mild) you’ve got to get 
Chesterfields, because no cigarette 
maker can copy the Chesterfield blend. 
This blend is an entirely new combina¬ 
tion of tobaccos and the biggest discov¬ 
ery in cigarette blending in 20 years. 


"Orel* Jim" Borden, named from a rad 
birthmark on hla hand, haa aerved hla 
third prlaon term. Ona In each Borden 
generation, alwaye a criminal, haa borna 
the Ked Circle mark. Jim and III* eon 
Fed are the only known living of the 
Bordena. Max Lamar, a detective, la de¬ 
tailed 10 keep an eye on Jim. Juno Travla 
and her mother meet Jim as he la re¬ 
leased. Jim und Ted axe killed. Next 
'day Ulnar aeea the Red Circle on a worn- 
an'a hand outalde u curtained automobile. 
June, marked with the Red Circle, roba 
Grant, a loan ahark. Mary, June'a nurse, 
dtacovera her theft and lella her ahe la 
"Clrcla Jlm’a" daughter, though Mr* 
Travla doea not know. Mary trick* I.*- 
mar Lamar vlatta "Smiling Sum." Jim'* 
old crime purtner. Sent to Surfton by 
Smiling Sam. Alma La Snlle rub* the 
gueata at a ball. Mary points her out to 
Lamar who follow* her buck to town, 
capture* her with the Jewel* and goe* af- 
ter Smiling Sam. On the edge of a cliff 
pursuer and pursued engage In deadly 
combat. (Jordon, a fugitive, rescue* La- 
mar. and June In turn saves (Jordon from 
arrest Smiling Sam see* the Red Circle 
on June'a hand! 


Give me a package of those cigarettes that SA TISFY 


TENTH INSTALLMENT 


EXCESS BAGGAGE 


know the place 

Sam cast a last threatening look at 
tho two figures In tho dlatanco. then 
dodged deftly behind a convenient 
bowlder 

Juno swayed toward Mary. 

"Your mother Is coming, lamb." she 
warned. She mustn’t knijw— she 
mustn't suspect Pull yourself togeth¬ 
er. And keep vonr hand hidden " 

June nodded wearily. 

"I will," she said. "She won't know 
I won t let her know.” 

"Have sou found any trnee of it?" 
Mrs. Travla called to her, a minute 
later. 

"Not a trace. Mary and I have 
looked all over this part of the beufh " 

Once Inside her room June and Mary 
dropped proton bo 

"You ought to hate me. dear.' June 
said Bt last. "Your life Is a misery 
to you now But you must know that 
I wouldn't cause you sorrow or worry. 
If I could help It—don't you know It. 
Mary? When those spells come on. 


abl« wo'll try It, although Us very 
much against iny will. • 

"And we c an go this evening? ' June 
asked eagerly. 

"Yes." answered Mrs. Travis with 
some reluctance. 

The girl Jumped up from her chair 
and hugged her rapturously. 

*'0b. I'm so glad! Thank you so 
much, mother dear. You'll see how 
quickly I get well In the city. Como 
on, Mary.” 

Upstairs. June was throwing arm¬ 
fuls of fluffy pettIconts and dance 
frocks from tho depths of a clothes 
closet, foster than Mary could pile 
them up on the bed. 

There was a subdued knock at the 
door. Mary ope ned It, Yaraa stood 
In the hall Ho had the two trunks 
on a uniull hand truck. 

“Put them anywhere," June sang 
out. "and open them." 

June's face clouded suddenly. She 
came close to Mary and spoko In u 
whisper. 

"Wo will have dinner early tonight 
and wo start for tho city In the car 
right after. Wo have to niauago to 
get that basket of food to Saui, Mary. 
I'm afraid not to. Afraid!" 

"Oh, i'll arrange Uiat all right.” 
soothed the old nurse. ' I'll have the 
basket fixed long before. Then right 
after wo’vo finished dinner you and I 
can slip out oil some pretext or other 
and put It at the side of the garage." 


"If you expect to be fed and pro¬ 
tected you'll have to do ns we say." 

Say. you people talk like you were 
doing me a favor!" ho observed In 
heavy sarcasm, "when all the time 
It's me that's keeping 'Circle Jims' 
daughter from a little uniform and a 
tin cup!" 

"Oh. hush, hush"* June's voice was 
shrill with Terror. All 1 ask you to 
do is to leave the grounds. Now will 
you go. or won't you?” 

“Oh. well, when you're decent about 
it. like that. I suppose I'll go." and 
"Smiling Sam" allowed himself to bo 
urg' d around tho garage Into the dark¬ 
ness. 

lie reached tho rear gate, still 
munching. And then a thought struck 
him. Those two women had seemed 
desperately anxious to bo rid of. him. 

A heavy step crunched the gravel 
of the driveway. Sam dropped Into 
the shadow and waited lie saw tho 
chauffeur approach tha car. carrying 
an armful of motor robes and two 
heavy suitcases. Ha heard the thud 
as they wire sill abt.g tho floor of 
the ti nneau. The:, there was a sud¬ 
den snorting, a whir and a sharp lit- 
tlo oxplosli n, as thy car shot forward 
and rolled down the drive toward the 
house. In the protection of tho shrub¬ 
bery, "Smiling Snm" groaned out a 
string of oaths. 

Dnublo crossed! So that was their 
game. Well he'd show them. He 
took handfuls of sandwiches from the 
basket and stuffed them Into hla 
greasy trouser pockets, kicked the 


Have You a * 
Dorothy Dodd Foot? 


"Smiling Sam" uttered a quick, 
gasping sound and ducked behind the 
rock bs the two women looked In his 
Direction. Crouched there, gripping 
jbo smoothly worn surface for sup- 

r rt. he grinned. 

'Circle Jim!' 
i June Travis 


That means a foot without an ache 
or pain. It means a neat, trim, 
stylish foot. 

We are making more feet comfort¬ 
able and fashionable every day. 
We fit them scientifically and with 
the idea of making a customer 
rather than a sale. 


"There, there!" Interrupted the old 
woman, drawing her Into the circle of 
her arms. "Hate you? I love you bet 
ter than anything in this wide world 
And I'm going to stay by and shield 
you as long 05 there's life In me. Now, 
we won't say any more about that— 
ever. What we've got to think of now 
Is this latest danger. We have to get 
away from Surfton, dear—right away. 
Tell‘your mother you want to go hack 
to tho city." • 

"I don't think It will work, but I'll 
try," she said meekly. 

Her courage ebbed even further 
wtaefi she entered the library a' mo¬ 
ment later nnd saw the expression of 
impatience on her mothers usually 
smooth brow. Evidently tho Irrlta 
tlon of the stolen lunch had not worn 
off 

June went up to her chair and put 
her arms over her mother's shoulder*. 
Mrs. Travis looked up. The touch 
was not that of impetuous June at 
all. It was unnaturally meek and gen¬ 
tly A look at the wan fuco nlarmod 
her 

"What Is It—what Is It. darling'.’" 
she asked hurriedly. "Do you feel 


Circle Jim's" child! 

They turned and started to walk 
Lp the beach toward the Travla cot- 
tape "Smiling Sam" crept stealthily 
(from behind the huge pile of rocks 
(and looked around for possible pur- 


CHAS. A. HUDSON 


bulky, crouching figure slid along in 
Ihft shadow of the hedge skirting tho 
Travis grounds. It made for a small 
gate, locked cautiously to the left and 
right, then darted through, toward the 
rear of tho enrage. 

A huge touring car. rolled half 
through the open doorway, reflected 
the tight of a low moon from Its high¬ 
ly polished hood. 

Tho n.an sneaked around In the 
June nodded. shadows, suw and dodged back, fear- 

'’Yea." she said, shuddering slightly ful lent there might bo someone In iL 
as the thought of "Smiling Sam" came Ho peered around tho corner of the 
back to h»-r. "I feel ill.* Mother, I sanigo and gunned mockingly as ho 
want to go home—to the city—1 mean. Mary and June steal down tho 

1 want to go tonight, mother " fteps of tho little back porch and run 

June had worked herself up to tho down the drivewnv In his direction, 
verge of nervous hysteria Mrs. Sam crept along tho outsldo ot the 
Travis saw, with alnrm. that she was frarnge, keeping well within the 
under some great mental strain shadow. The fierce hunger that 

"But I think you will get well so gnawed within him almost overcame 
much more quickly down hero, dear." caution. As tho two women drew 
Her determination was weakening. he darted toward them snatched 
Juno felt It. It gave her new cour- tho basket from Mary's arm. and 
* 8 ° plunged an eager, dirty hand Into It. 

"So many queer things have bap "(Jo out of the grounds and eat It. 
pened since we've been hero." Mar* please!" begged Juno. "Someone may 
put In quickly. "The child's nerve* come at any minute" 
have been upBet for several davs She Juno tried to force hint around the 
didn't want to worry you. so she hasn't game.-. 

said anvthlng about It Rut l'*e "Say, quit pushing mo!” he grurn- 
known and It has scared me." bled Indignantly. • There ain't a soul 

"Do vou think It's as good for her here. I don't see what you're get- 
lo the city as It Is here?" Mrs. Travis ting nil fumed up about.” 
asked In surprise. "1 till you, someone may como any 

"1 think the beat place for her. Just minute." 
now Is the placo she wants to be.' Mary looked toward tho house. A 
said Marv quickly. shadow crossed a llRhtcd Vlndow. She 

All right. If you think It a advla added her entreaties to June's. 


BABY IIAB WHOOPING COUGH 

M s Sam C. Stnull, C'lnyton, N. M. 
write*: “My grandson hud whooping 
cough when In* was three months old. 
We used Foley’s Honey ami Tar and I 
believe it saved Ids life. He is now bin 
und fat." Foley’s Honey and Tar is a 
fine thing to have in the house fur 
whooping cough, croup, roughs, colds. 
—Mile's Drug Store. 


light streamed out across the lawn. |> eop | e who tell the truth at all times 
Having reached It. ho tried to stifle bu , frienU8 . 
hla rapid breathing. Inside there was 

a dink of china and tableware When compared will, the patience of 

Ho saw Yania pick up a small car*- a mother, all other bratftls of patience 
Ing set and open a shallow drawer In arc counterfeit. 

the buffet. But before the little Jap gcner.ll> tell false .cell, 

had a chance to put tho knife and ' , “ , 

work away June call«d to him from the *"» »*«> «•** b « a, l UM > * rt ,nu,e 
hall perfect than natural teeth 

Instantaneously obedient. Yama 
dropped tho Implements on the tablo 
and started for the door, where he col¬ 
lided with Juno as she ran In swathed 
In chiffon veils and motor coat 

"Oh. there you are!” She smiled at 
his evident embarrassment. “Yama, 
here's the key of my large trunk—the 
one with the trays you know. It's 
so Jammed full wo can’t close It. Will 
you close and lock II after we'va gone? 

Tho baggageman will be here soon.” 

"Of a certain. Mlsa June." assented 
tho grave little man. 

' Thank you. Now will you come out 
and tuck us In the car? There's no 
one who can fix an automobile robe a* 
snugly as you can. Yama Somehow 
or other It always stays put." 

Flattened against the bouse, Sam 
hoard Mrs. Travis give final Instruc¬ 
tions about locking up the place. Then 
June's musical young voice called out: 


Now Look Me Ini 


STOP CATARRH! OPEN 
NOSTRILS AND HEAD 


We have 
the JVgw 


Says Cream Applied in Nostril* 
Believe* Head-Cold* at Once. 


If your nostril* are clogged and your 
bead i» Stuffed und ymi cant breathe 
freely bernu-r of n rn|.| or catarrh, just 
get a Miiull lint He of Ely'* Cri-ntn Balm 
at any drug store. Apply a little ot 
1 hie fragrant, ant beetle cream into 
your nostril* and Id it penetratn 
through every air passage of your head, 
aoiitliiiig and healing the Inflamed, swol¬ 
len mucous membrane and you get in¬ 
stant relief. 

Abl hu»» good it feels. Your noa- 
tril* are open, your head I* clear, no 
more hawking, snuffling, blowing: no 
more headache. dryne-« .<r alinggling 
for breath Ely's Crmin Balm Is Just 
what sufferer* from head colds and ca- 
tarrh need. It'* . delight. 


"Sam! Sam Eagan! ' she gaapod, 
clutching Mary'a arm. "What does 
bo want me for?” 

By tbla time 'Smiling Sam” was 
Standing before them. Ho bowed over 
courteously. When be stood erect, 
there was a strange light In bit beady 

V* 

9«n'" June began reproachfully, 
"after all your promises to me! After 
all you—" 

"Wbat've I done. Miss Travis?" he 
whined. 

“What h.ve you done?" repeated 
June, moving a step nearer him. "Don't 
yon feel tho least bit of ahamo. stand- 
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Skating Sets 

in all the new colors for Misses and Women 


LlNENsS at 50c, 75c and up. 

NEW SERGE CHEMISE DRESSES in 
navy, black, and plum. $15 to $20. 
All up-to-date. 


"Why Old Veu Coma Herat'' 

wai no answer. She became quite ex¬ 
cited about It—and persisted. Sud 
denly a bored voice broke in: 

"Number, please?" 

“You cut me off!" June answered 
sharply. 

"NVhat number were you talking 

tor 

"I don't know. They called me.” 

"If I can locate the party. Ill call 
you again Hang up. please." 

Oh bother!" 

June put the received back on the 
hook and turned to Gordon. 

“The reason Up so put out and Irri¬ 
tated about It,” she eaplalned. "Is bo 
cause I thought It sounded like my 
nurse's voice. It was so like hers— 
as though she were terribly fright¬ 
ened! It couldn't have been, though." 
she added meditatively. "She didn't 
know I was coming here—I didn't want 
hor to. And she hadn't any reason to 
call up Mr. Lamar. In tact 1 know 
she'd avoid him. 1 suppose it was 
only my Imagination." 


One Lot of Misses’ and Women’s COATS— 
For the Week at $|0- All worth 
from $15 to $25. 

Several Broadcloth SUITS in green, plum 
and navy at |-3 off the regular price. 


, Fox. Hudson Seal 
Beaver, Coney 
Display. Sec Them 


Come In 

during the week and 
look around. 


At the Travis house Mary shrank I 
away from the telephone and covered 
her face with her hands. In terror | V 
June at Lamar's office! Why? And $ HAT 
secretly, too. Horrors were piling up £ . 

It had been a wild, unreasoning feat -*■ 
that drew her to the telephone to I • 
communicate with Lamar. A sense ol' £ 
desperation and complete helpless X 
ness. She knew, as soon as the cen £ 
tral repeated the number after her, X 
that she had done a foolish thing. And >; 
then June had answered! •»»»:•» 

Mary crept to the foot of the stair- 
way leading up to the attlo and lls 
toned. She thought she heard a slow, | M) 

measured breathing. Then the sound 
of something heavy being dragged ovei *‘°ley 
the floor, made her fly to her own room honest 

In Instant terror. They act proi 

ThSTe, sitting erect and tense In the the bowels w 
comfortable old chair where she wai nausea. Tnej 
accustomed to take her afternoon nap. the liver activi 
she >001 over the happenings of the They banish 

p “! hour - 1 aches, sour 

Hour! Had It been only an hourl „ s , 

It was Incredible to suppose that so k ‘ 

much disaster could accumulate In 
sixty short minutes. She looked at the THIS— 

little silver boudoir clock, one ol 
June's gifts. Just an hour since, she ,,(>N ' MIS * 
had locked from the window to sc« enclose five c» 
Yama coming up the walk, carrying Sheffield Ave. 
his suitcase. I your name am 

Only an hour since be had put th« will receive in 
grip on the front porch and handed containing Fol 
her the key to June's big trunk. Mary pound for co 
ticked off the dreadrul events In a sort p 0 j Kidnrv 
of morbid tabulation—the events that ~ ,, . 
had followed | Tablet s.—Hite 

When sho had gone Into June's room ' 
to get the rest of the unpacking fln ,p HI HI/ 
Ished Yama had followed her closely. IL kAI II 
His faco must huve been unnaturally II UflUll 
ghastly at tire time. She had not no- 0111 


NEW GOODS 
ARRIVING DAILY 


When a girl under 15 is ambitious to 
become an actress it’s op to her mother 
to do a movie stunt with her slipper. 

Too many people in this miserable 
old world arc never happy unless they 
are bubbling over with unhappiness. 


DRINK A GLASS 

OF REAL HOT WATER 
• BEFORE BREAKFAST. 


Say a we will both look and fasl 
clean, aweet and freah 
and avoid Illness. 


Sanitary science haa of late made 
rapid strides with results that are of 
untold blessing to humanity. Tho lat¬ 
est application of Its untiring research 
Is tho recommendation that It Is as 
necessary to attend to Internal sanita¬ 
tion of the drainage system of the hu¬ 
man body aa It Is to the drains of the 
house. 

Those of us who are accustomed to 
feel dull and heavy when we artao, 
apllltlng headache, stuffy from a cold, 
foul tongue, nasty breath, acid stom¬ 
ach, can. Instead, feel aa fresh as a 
daisy by opening the sluices of the sya- 
torn each morning and flushing out the 
whole of the Internal polsonoua stag¬ 
nant matter. 

Everyone, whether ailing, atek or 
well, should, each morning before 
breakfast, drink a glass of real hot 
water with n teaapoonful of limestone 
phosphate In It to waah from the atom- 
nob. liver and bo well the previous 
■lay’s Indigestible waste, sour bile and 
poisonous toxins: thus cleansing, 
sweetening and purifying tbe entire 
allmentnry canal before putting more 
food Into tbe stomach. The action of 
hot water and limestone phosphate on 
an empty stomaoh Is wonderfully In¬ 
vigorating' It cleans out all the sour 
fermentations, gases, waste and acidity 
und gives one a splendid appetltf for 
breskfaet. While you are enjoying 
your breakfast the phosphated hot 
water la quietly extracting a large vol¬ 
ume of water from the blood and get¬ 
ting ready for a thorough flushing of 
all the Inside organa 

The millions of people who are both¬ 
ered with constipation, billoua spells, 
stomach trouble, rheumatic stlffuRr" 
others who have sallow skins, tiood 
disorders and sickly complexion^ are 
urged to get a quarter pound of lime¬ 
stone phosphate from the drug store 
This will cost very little, but Is soft! 
Tfent to make anyone a pronounced 
crank on the subject of loteraal son 
Ration. 


“I've Got Your Pedigree, and It's a Peach.” 
nave got me going. They make me see number on It. He found It—the door 
what a dub I am." slightly ajar. 

"I don't want to speak to you about Very cautiously Gordon pushed It 
the 'Red Circle. ' Allen told him. wider. 

"Come on Into the office and have a A graceful woman, prettily gowned, 
smoke. I want you to drop these was sealed In a chair beside the desk, 
cases for a while and go to work on with her back to him The click of 
the Gordon affair. The Furwoll cor- the closing door made her Jump up 
poratlou will pay heavy blood money and face him. 

to get him back. You're the man I Gordon gasped It was June Travis! 
want on It." ' • | "Mr Gordon!" ahe exclaimed, lock- 

Td like to do anything you ask Ing around nervously. "Why did you 
me to. chief." he declared, sincerely, come here? How foolish of you to 
"but I can t handle this Gordon case, take the chance! You had such a 
Because I'm going to stick to tbe splendid opportunity to get away! 
'lied Circle’ until 1 solve it. ' Why didn't you take advantage of It?" 

There was a knock at the door. The "Get away?" Gordon laughed btt- 
chlef'a secretary came In from tbs terly. Miss Travis, everyone thinks 
outside office. that 'getting away' la more child’s 

"The two men you sent down to play until they try to do it. There Is 
Surfton on the Gordon case are out- nothing so difficult Thera la nothing 
aide. They'd like to see you at once In the torture line that ran corns up 
—very Important.” to It—thta dodging the police when 

Lamar reached for hit hat. The you don't know how. I'm tired and 
chief Interposed. cold and hungry. I've spent the night 

"No, I want you to stay and hear on a lawn In the park. I haven’t had 
what they have to say. Maybe It will a morsel of food. I'm sick and dte- 
arouao your Interest sufficiently to couraged—ready to give up. Mr. La- 
make you change your mind. Send mar la my last hope 1 thought I'd try 
them in. Harry.'* him If he turns me down It'a nil 

The two detectives rushed Into the over. * 
doorway, each desperately anxious to "Maybe. If you can tell somebody 
tell the exciting story. what has happened. It will mako It 

"Didn't get a trace of him down easier for you." said June, 
at Surfton." Boyle, the taller of the The telephone on the desk, at June's 
two. burst out aa ha crossed the elbow, tinkled. 


now iburui nor ronwuun in --_. - .. a _ a 4W _. 

the “I*™ oxer the bureau of her ^ ^ w *,^ _ t ,|aggi,h and clogged 

room. There were blue hollows around in<1 ^ . flushing occasionally, else we 
her eyes end a pinched, starved look t.sve backache and dull misery in the 
clung about her nostrils kidney region, severe headaches, rheu- 

"Smiling Ham's" threat rang In her malic twinges, torpid liver, sold stomach, 
ears sleeplessness and oil sorts of bladder die- 

"Thought you'd shake me, eb ? Well, 

you've got to bide me now, or by-, 

in—" V 

Sbe bad bidden him—aided by 
Yama—the coward who had mado this 
fearsome situation possible Together take a tabl 
they ,had urged Sam up the steps Into b * ,or * brsi 
the attic. He had gone, snarling at 
them, mouthing gutter oaths and dire 
threats. Just before he had closed the 
attic door he had flourished a knife 
with a menacing gesture. It. was an 
Indelible warning to Mary, aa she sat in the'urine so it no longer irritates, 
alone, recalling the scene. 

Suddenly, with a smothered scream, 
the old woman Jumped to her reel and 
caught at the edge of the bureau to 
keep from falling Upstairs from the 
attic there was a crash that shook the 
walls of ths room, then a stifled eelU Iota of Jad Halts te folks who believe 
moan! 

(END OF TSNTH INSTALLMENT.) 


You simply must keep your kidneyc 
active and clean, and the moment you 
feel an ache or pala in the kidney 
region, get about four ounces of Jsd 
Salto from any good drug store here, 

T«1 in a giaea of water 
for a lew days and, 
vour kidneys will then act fine. This 
famous salts to mad* from the acid of 
grapes and lemon Jaiee, Combined with 
lithia, and to barmleae to flush dogged 
kidneys and stimulate them to normal TOOK THE HURT OUT OF HER BACK 
activity. It also neutralises the sc ids _ . _ ., ., 

• • • • Mrs. Anna Byrd. Tuscumbia, Ala., 

thus ending bladder disorders. 'writes: "1 was down with my back so 

Jad Salta to harmless; Inexpensive, I cou ld not aland up more than halfthc 

*£•- *'“">■ r k r' 

now and then to keep their kidneys clean, burl out. Rheumatic paint, 

thus avoiding serious complieationa swollen ankles, backache, stiff joints 
A well known local druggist says ha an d deep disturbing bladder ailments 

m‘;Ve°,^ ; ndtc * ,e d, “U. er £ k,d " c> * ,nd bl,dder 

r My trouble trouble.—Hite ■ Drug Store. 
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her mouth, the hall door was tried. A toaaed her wrist ha* Into the farthest 
moment later there was a crash of corner on the hall floor. Thou she 
splintered glass and Gage peered Into hurried back to the anteroom, tore her 
the office through the jagged opening but off and pulled her hair away, 
bis determined elbow had made. He Next she overturned two chairs, one 
saw no one. however, for the very after the other with a bang, and stag- 
good reason that June and Gordon gored wildly Into the private offlqp. 
were flattening themselves against the gasping: 

wall on lb" side nearest the door. "Mr. Lamar! Mr lamer! Quick!” 

Gage then decided to reach through "What la itT" cried Lamar and Far- 

th^ opening and unlock the door from well iu chorus. Jumping up and run- 

the Inside. June, catching a glimpse mng toward her. 

of his entering arm. slipped quickly "A man came In." panted June. "He 
to the desk and picked up the hand- snatched my handbag—threw me off! 
cuffs, then tiptoed hurriedly to the He's gone!” 

door as Gage's hand groped for the Farweil was already In full pursuit 
key. An Instant more end she had of th# imaginary thief, and at June's 
deftly snapped one of the handcuffs instance Lamar promptly joined him. 
around Gage's wrist and with trem- Tblfl WM ju „ wht , June w „ walt . 
bllng fingers snapped the other on the taf for 8b „ ran to the pB|M , r ., trewn 

dbor knob. deak. aelxed the coveted receipt, gave 

June caught her wrist bag and u a lck „ cen g , nnto> and bld u ln 

gloves from the dc-sk and. signaling to baf dreaa 

Gordon to follow her unlocke<the out- ^ bef on tb „ door . ab „ hur . 
er office door and slipped Into the cor- ^ t() Uu , ^ , u door WBa open . 


cries for help, had not come running should turn to June, the girl who had 
>n - done ao much for him? He would 

“Walt a minute” called Lamar over b4ve been lesg jubilant If he could 
hla end of the wire. "Could you eee neve guessed the new complications In 
who It waa that snapped the cuffs on whlch sho WM luat lhen antanaled. 
your 

"No," yelled Gage 


i Patron Terfiunfi) 


“I couldn't see a 
thing except a woman's hand—with a 
Red Circle >>n the back of It.” 

Lamar turned white. Then he asked 
sharply: , 

"Any other clue?” 

Gage's voles came hesitatingly over 
the wire. 

"Well," he mumbled, "Mlea Travla 
called. I showed her Into your office 
to wait—and then she disappeared.” 

Lamar alowly hung up the receiver. 
Just aa alowly he got up. He stood 
thinking a moment, theb turned to 
Farweil and aald. curtly: 

"Keep this absolutely quiet until 1 
Investigate. I’ll do all I can—good 
day.” 

Meanwhile. June, oblivious to all 
the trouble she bad caused, made her 
way to the park, the coveted receipt 
and the banknotes bugged tight to her 
breast. 

Gordon was still there, though the 
cbuuffeur had wandered onto the grass 
somewhere. 

As she neared the cab. Gordon 
leaned out eagerly. 

"What luck?" he said uneasily. 

“If 1 looked as happy as I feel, you 
surety wouldn't have to ask." smiled 
June, holding out tbo receipt. 

“Hooray!” cried Gordon, opening the 
paper and reading It 

Then he looked at June and the 
tears came Into his eyos. 

"You are a wonder,” he said In a 
low voice. "I can never repay you, 
you marveloua girl! How did you 


AUTHOR OF THE "THE FIGHTER." "CALEB CONOVER." 
"SYRIA FROM THE SADDLE” ETC 
NOVELIZED FROM THE PATHE PHOTO PLAY OF THE 
SAME NAME BY WILL M RITCHEY. 


me off, threatening me with arrest for 
‘starting a riot.' You see. I was help¬ 
less. The corporation blocked m*." 
muttered Gordon, bitterly. "Then, 
not content with that, they ruined mo 
flnanctatly. 

"One day. I was In my office, when 
Farweil rang me up. 'I want to see 
you at once.' be said. 'We are wrong 
and we'll surrender.' 

"It didn't take me long to hung up 
the receiver, get my bat and hurry 
over to bla office. There he waa. the 
grinning hypocrite, greeting me as It 
1 were a long lost friend. He waved 
me to a chair, and then took out a pa¬ 
per and placed it airily on a desk leaf, 
and told me to read it. All the time 
he kept one hand on the thing, but I. 
like a fool, thought nothing of that—I 
was Idiot enough to believe he was act¬ 
ing In good faith! 

"This Is what the hound told me to 
read." went on Oordun! ‘The Farweil 
corporation, through its attorney, 
Charles Gordon, hereby rescinds its 
recent sctlon of withholding co-opera¬ 
tive profits.’ 

"There waa a blank space left for 
me to sign. and. like a dub. I signed It. 
Farweil picked It up and looked at It. 
Then the smiling mask dropped from 
hla face. It grew all bard and cold. 

"For a minute, I didn't unJersiaud 
the change. Then I saw the trick 
Farweil had two pieces of paper, clev¬ 
erly fastened, one above the other, just 
leaving room at the foot of the under 
one for my signature While I thought 
I was signing the upper one. it was 
really the lower paper I was pinning 
my name to—Irrevocably! 

Farweil crumpled the upper paper— 
the one I had thought I was signing— 
put It In his ash tray, and set tire Ho it. 
He held the other paper out for me to 
read aud at the same time he demand¬ 
ed that 1 produce the securities In¬ 
trusted to me!" This Is wbat I had 
signed my name to: 

” 'July 1. Received from the Farweil 
corporation this date; 976,000 of said 
corporation's bonds to bo held In trust 
by the undersigned until called for by 
the said corporation. Signed Charles 
Gordon. Witnessed by Silas Farweil I* 
"For a minute I was too dazed tq do 
anything. But Farweil wasn't. He 
rang bla bell, and In came a plain¬ 
clothes man and a policeman. 

"Farweil promptly ordered them to 
arrest me. on an embezzlement 
charge." 

"I think I went mad. 1 snatched at 
the paper, but I couldn't get It for 
Farweil Jammed It Into the Inside 
pocket of bis coat. 1 grabbed him. I 
was bound I would get the paper or 
choke him. We had it hot and heavy 
for a few minutes. Itut of course I 
hadn't a show—three against one—I 
was a rat In a trap, nothing more." 

"The miserable sneak'" said June. 

"I was facing a charge of embez¬ 
zlement through that double-paper 
trick of Farwell's. and I knew It. But 
the police were decent enough to let 
me go to my offleo for a moment. 
Luckily, they hadn't handcuffed mo. 
I went to my desk, and the men stayed 
at the back of the room 

“While I was fussing about my desk 
I hit upon an Idea. With one eye on 
the men. I slowly unscrewed the In 
candescent globe from my desk lamp, 
and tossed It against the rear wall— 
their backs were toward It. It 
smashed, of course, and at the amash 
they both turned to see wbat caused 
the noise. In that Instant I leaped 
out of the open window, jammed it 
•hut. and ran up the Ore escape to the 
root." 

“Great!" applauded June, her right 
hand athrob. 

“In a second, the men were after 
me. though, firing their guns, as they 

came. 

“I cut across the roofs until I found 
an open scuttle door. I ran Inside and 
closed It. From that ou It was an 
easy matter to cover my trarka; until 
at last I got sway clean and found a 
hiding place In the shark at Surfton " 

June said nothing, but her eyes were 
luminous and thoughtful. Her fingers 
were toying with the pair of hand¬ 
cuffs on the desk, and suddenly she 
picked them up and looked at them. 
Then, as her gaze took In her own 
hand, her face waa suffused with a 
rush of color. There was the dread¬ 
ed Red Circle, burning all too clearly 
against the while flesh. 

At that moment someone turned the 
handle of the door leading to the out¬ 
er office. 

At the sound Gordon raised his head 
and met the frightened look in June's 
eyes 

‘Tm going to give mrselt up. any¬ 
way,” be aafd Indifferently 

"No! NO!” whispered June ve¬ 
hemently. "You mustn't give yourself 
up now! I'm going to help you!” 

Then the knock came a second time, 
followed by a little pause, and after 
that the sound of retreating footsteps. 

June moved quickly to the ball door 
and Oordon followed June opened 
the door and looked out Into the hall 
—then suddenly drew back, abutting 
and locking the doer. 

"It’s Oage!" sbe whispered breath¬ 
lessly. And he's making for this 
door, now!” 

Before the words were fairly oat of 


“Circle Jim" Burden, named from • red 
blrOiumrW on hie hand, has served his 
third prison term. One In each Borden 
Koneratlnn, always a criminal, haa borne 
th» Kcd Circle mark. Jim and his son 
Ted arc the only known living of the 
Uirduna Max l.omar. a dctvuttvv. la de¬ 
tailed to ke«p an eye on Jim. June Travla 
and her mother meet Jim an he li re¬ 
leased. Jim mid Ted are klltgd. .Next 
day I.uniit! seen the Ited Circle on a wom¬ 
an's bund oulaldv a curtained automobile 
June, marked with the Rid Circle, roba 
Grant, a loan ahark. Mary. June's nurse. 
■Uncovers tier theft unit tells her ehe Is 
“Circle Jim's" daughter. thoutli Mrs. 
Travla does not know Mary tricks La¬ 
mar. Um>r visits “Smiling Sun," Jim's 
old crime partner. Sent to Surftun by 
SmlllnK Ham. Alma l.u Halls robs the 
suentn al a ball. Mary points her out to 
Lumnr. who follows her hack to town, 
i-upturen her with the Jewo-lx and goes af¬ 
ter HmlllrK Ham On the edge of a • lift 
piirsui r and pursued engage In deadly 
enrol.ui Gordon, u fugitive, rem ues I at- 
mar, end June In turn saves Gordon from 
arrant Hmlllng Ham sees the fled Circle 
on Juno's hand, tells her he knows her 
secret and follow* her to the city. 


another mad Impulse. Going .to the 
table she picked up a couple of sheets 
of plain letter paper, folded them to¬ 
gether and lore them Into rude circles. 
Her eyes gleamed oddly aa she picked 
up a pen and. sluing down, began to 
print something on one of the circles. 

Looking over her shoulder at every 
other letter, sho llnlshud her printing 
Then she put the plain white circle on 
the dark blotting pad. got up. ran tc 
the safe and hung the printed circle on 
the knob. With a sigh of satisfaction, 
the went back to the anteroom and 
collapsed Into a chair, rcauming hei 
air of fright and exhaustion. 

During their wild-goose chase Lamar 
and Farweil met the returning secre 
tary and they all came dewn the baP 
together, talking excitedly. 

While they were talking. Lamar. 


ELEVENTH INSTALLMENT 


SEEDS OF SUSPICION 


In I-amar's office. Gordon stood with 
his buck to tho locked door; white- 
fared. gasping. For the moment, at 
least, ho was safe- and his eyes never 
left the fare of tho girl. 

“Now," cried Juno under her breath, 
"tell mo everything - won’t you?" 

Gordon shook hla head. 

"I can't." ho said. “I’m more grate¬ 
ful to you than 1 can ever make you 
fkiovv you've saved my life; or rather, 
ijy liberty, that counts for more; but 
—honestly, I mustn't tell you why 
they're after me—not now. anyway! 


"Hla Old Cunning. Sneaking Face 
Grinning at Me.” 

out of her dress. A dreamy look—a 
very sweet look—came Into hor eyes 
as sbe thought how much good that 
money was going to do. In her mind 
was a vivid picture of the hard-work¬ 
ing men In Farwell's foundry, whose 
"co-operatlvo profits" had been taken 
away from them. 

“They shall have their money, juat 
tboSame." she said to herself. "If I 
was Mealing when I took It, It was ln 
a good cause " 

With the dreamy smile Mill light¬ 
ing her fare. Juno stood lost In happy 
thought, when suddenly sho heard 
Mary's familiar footsteps, and her look 
changed to one of alarm. 

Sbe thrust tho papers Into the near¬ 
est hiding place—a table drawer, and 
Just managed to get It shut as Mary 
came In from her own room with hor¬ 
ror written In every lino of her face. 

"Why Mary." cried June, "what on 
earth Is the matter with you? You 
look ns If you'd seen a ghost!” 

“I have, dearie —1 have! It's worse'n 
that! Oh!" wringing her hands and 
crumpling her faro up Into a mask of 
tragedy. "What will we ever do now, 
my lamb! Wo re In such a lot of trou¬ 
ble." 

“Now. Mary darling, be calm," sbe 
bade the nurso. "and tell me all about 
It—I'm sure It Isn't as bad as you 
think—” 

"It Is. baby. It's worse! It's that 
awful man!" 

"What awful man?” June's face went 
white. "You can't moan—" 

"Yes." wont on Mary huskily, “It'a 
him! That ‘Smiling Sam' Fagan we 
thought we was rid of for good'n' all I" 

"Not boro?" panted June ln Mark 
terror. 

"He's right here In this house—we 
brought him with us! He made Yams 
put him into tho big wardrobe trunk— 
and when I started to unpack it. there 
ho wan. with his old cunning sneaking 
face grinning at mo aa sassy aa could 
be!" 

"Good heavens!" cried June, at her 
wits' end. “Will troublo never end? 
Where Ib he now ?" 

“Up In the attic." said Mary. "And 
I've had to feed him and make him 
comfortable. I was so Trald he’d start 
a rumpus.” 

"What about mother." queried June 
fearfully. 

"Mrs. Travis don't know a thing, as 
yet. But It'a only a question of time, 
unless we can get him away from here 
right off. He Isn't disposed to make 
things any oasler for us than be can 
help, either. I heard a big noise up 
there Just now. I guoas ho stumbled 
over something. Then I heard him 
moan—or. maybe, swear!” 

"There! Hoar that?" cried June 
and Mary simultaneously. Then they 
clung to each other, expecting, they 
knew not what. 


"But why not?" Interrupted June. 
"Every minute Is precious. Mr. Lamar 
Ih my friend be calls mo his 'llrst as 
slsiuut.' I'm anxious to help you —1 
can In Ip you—If you'll tell me every¬ 
thing; out how can I be of use at all 
when you keep me In Uie dark like 

this?' 

Her earnest eyes wore full ot plead¬ 
ing. and reluctantly Gordon found him¬ 
self weakening. 

"You're a brick," he said, "to be In- 
loreMcd in mo al all. and I'm terribly 
grateful—” 

"Then do as I any—begin at the be¬ 
ginning oiid tell me." 

"How do we know but that some¬ 
one Is In that next room? Do you 
know where the other door lends to?" 

“Walt a minute." aald June quickly. 
“I'll look In the outer office. Mr. La¬ 
mar s confidential clerk may bo there. 
iJou l move till I come hack." 

On her way to the door. June hur¬ 
riedly laid her glovca aud wrist bug 
on Lamar's desk, half--subconsciously 
noting, at the same time, n pair of 
haiidcufls that lay there. With a little 
shudder she passed them by. and. 
slowly opening the office door, peered 
cautiously out. 

There, with his back to her. sat 
Gage, the confidential clerk, busily 
writing and serenely unconscious that 
anyone was looking at him. June soft¬ 
ly closed and locked the door. 

Gordon gave a nervous glance 
around, then began: 

"Tho whole thing. In a nutshell, la 
this: 

w"The Farweil ctffporstlon retained 
me so that they might legally' defraud 
their employees of co-operative profits. 

"When 1 found what they were up 
to. 1 rebelled and tried to expose the 


"Since you Insist, we'll call it a 
loan," said Oordon. reluctantly pock¬ 
eting the money—"and thank you a 
million tinges." 

With a hurried handshake and good 
by June disappeared, Gordon looked 
about for, his driver, who presently 
slouched Into view, half asleep. Evi¬ 
dently he had found tho grass very 
soothing and comfortable to his rheu¬ 
matic old bones. 

"Time to drive on. my son," said 
Gordon. 

"A11 right, boss." yawned the driver. 
"Jes' noon's I crank 'er up." 

Then he ambled around to the front 
of the cab and began to turn th<- 
crank. Aa the engine started to buzz 
hopefully, Gordon, still nervous ami 
on the lookout, saw and recognized n 
plainclothes detective, who was run¬ 
ning toward the cab. 

It took Gordon barely a second to 
leap to the steering wheel, knock the 
sleepy driver to one side and send 
the car forward. 

The plain-clothes man was just too 
quick for him. however, and managed 
to leap onto the running board as the 
machine moved off. 

Gordon put the car at full speed, 
and thanked bis stars that ho was 
ambidextrous. Steering a bit wildly 
with bis left hand, he suddenly leaned 
out on the other side and struck tho 
scrambling policeman fiercely In the 
stomach. The officer doubled up, but 
held on like a mountain goat. 

It was a more or leas even light, aa 
each man had but one arm free, and 
neither could ese his legs to any ad¬ 
vantage. 

There was no chance for science; 
none for a clean, effective blow. The 
fighters beat at inch other In futile, 
awkward fury. • 

The cab swirled and cavorted; but 
thore were no park policemen to be 
seen, and the plain clothes man could 
not take tlmo to draw out bla whistle. 

But he did get out his revolver, 
presently, and waa about to level It 
at bis quarry, when Gordon feinted 
and drove bis clenched fist Into bis 
foe's throat Just below the point of 
the jaw. 

It was the first good blow of the 
whole scrimmage And It did Its work. 
The detective reeled backward, trod 
on thin air and catapulted Into the 
road, where he landed on his bead 
and one shoulder. 

There Gordon left him. with never 
a look back. Hla whole thought was 
centered upon getting far enough 
away so that he might safely leave 
the cab without fear of being tracked 
down. 

Finally, nearing a park entrance, be 
slowed to a normal pace, and then 
•topped. No one seemed to notice 
him' so be got out quickly, and leav¬ 
ing the park, made for the downtown 
district 

He Mill had DIs hard-won "receipt," 
and he felt that as long as it waa It 
exIMence. even though It was In hla 
own possession, his liberty was more 
or leas in danger. 

Just then he passed by a vacant lot 
and be saw wbat be needed most— 
a bonfire! 

Tearing the receipt Into tiny pieces, 
be threw them on the Are and watched 
them burn until every scrap bad van¬ 
ished into unrecognizable ashes. 

Then he gave a long sigh ot roller, 
squared bis shoulders to the world 
and continued on hla way. 

ia It atrmnge that hit thoughts 


W# Had It Hot and Heavy for a Few Minutes.' 


"Can you make yourself comfortable "All right." said June, reluctantly, 
here for a few minutes?" he asked. Lamar stood looking tenderly after 

offering a chair. "Farweil and I will June for a moment, and then he went 

go over the preliminaries by our- hack to rejoin Farweil 

selves. In tho inner office— we won't As he entered tho door ho collided 

bore you with unnecessary detailswith Farweil, who. wild-eyed and paul- 
Juno was alone, save for a very flppeil him by the arm and half- 

young secretary who was seated at a dragged *>'«» “> of the Inner 

desk stamping letters. office. 

"If only that miserable secretary The Gordon receipt', gone!” bo 
would go away!” she thought. gasped. 

Presently be did that very thing. | At the same moment. Lamar saw 
June Jumped up at once. Getting a white Circle-lt startled him meet 
chair from the corner of the room, she unpleasantly.^ Then Farweil pushed 
carried It to the door. Jumped lightly h, “ ,0 ** rd . .... 

up and applied a pair of very pretty 

but very curious eyes to the transom • £«*'• of * nk " ote *' 

, . _ ____ . Read this thing! As he spoke he 

Lamsr and Farweil wsr^eated at |he prlntod c|rc „ off |bo 

don's securities recent from the o£ „ The “ £*£ , Q00d 

er. and was just In the act of handing ^ by |h# ^ |# L-dy ? 

"TbSSTtto receipt." June heard He waa speechless^ and could inly 

him say "It mean, prison If we can * 4 ^ ed '** fk 

capture bln." Speaking dazedly to bjmselt. ratb- 

Lamar’ let the paper drop to the tT l, >en ,0 Farweil: 
table before him Ho hated the bual Suspicion points to Miss Travis— 
ness In hand. bul Impossible!" 

June, who loved Mm. read all this He sat down and pulled the tsle- 
In hla face phone toward him He gate the num- 

"Here Is when I come In again." her of hla own office. 

•be said fo herself. As soon as Oage recognized his 

In a flash sbe saw how It could all voice, the clerk began pouring forth 
be done. Jumping lightly down, sbe his tsle shout the mysterious woman 
landed on the floor oo the tlpe of her who handcuffed him «to the door; 
toes and slipped out Into the hallway where he might still bave been If two 
With a quick look up and down, ahe clorks from other offices, bearing Ms 


At that moment, unconscious of all 
that was going on Inside the house, 
Lamar slowly passed by; his head 
bent, his face haggard and drawn. He 
had to come there Intending to see 
June; to face her with the facts; and 
to ask her to tell Mm what she knew 
about all the wretched business. But 
when he reached the house he some¬ 
how found that be lovVd hor too much 
to put her to the test. 

"Oh. It can't be—It can't be." hs 
said aloud. "She Is aa holy aa—aa my 
own mother. Sbe Is above suspicion 
As far above suspicion as a saint In a 
cathedral. And yet—and yet—every 
circumstance points to her as—as—” 
An Idea flashed Into his mind, elec¬ 
trifying him to quick decision. 

“Tomorrow!" he muttered, half In 
dread, half In triumph, “yea. that la It. 
Tomorrow will tell! Tomorrow will 
prove the truth!" 

(END OF 11TH INSTALLMENT.) 


Deftly 8 nappcd on the Handcuffs. 

crooked deal—ao of course they've bad 
It In for me evdr since 
"There waa only one thing to do—to 
tel' the workers shout It—the men 
who bad expected to be profit sharers 
and were dupes Instead. 3o 1 got a 

S >wd of tbem In the courtyard ons 
xand told them the whole tMng. 
''Some of am believed ms. most of 
them didn't—or at least, were doubt¬ 
ful. In the middle of It, the watchman 
and a patrolman or two came to see 
what It was all about, broke up tbs 
crowd with night sticks, and pusbsd 






















Ttlie past twenty-four hour*. And 


Uoo. With a scream abe seized Lamar, 
and by main force burled him to one 
aide and half way around. 

The knife-thrust mlaaed Ha mark 
by the fraction of an Inch l.amar, 
whirling, caught night of bla foe. Aa 
Kagan's arm went back to atab again. 
Max grappled him. 

Back and forth acroaa tbe hall, the 
two men awayed and lurched In their 
fierce wreetle. The ahoulder of one 
of the two clone-locked bodice struck 
ugalnat the attic door, alommlng It 


now. 

at last, he had nerved himself to make 
the test ne had planned—the test 
which, he believed, would prove to 
him. once and for all, June s guilt or 
Innocence. 

With shrinking heart, but with Arm 
step, he approached the Travla house. 

And at the aame moment, Varna, 
the Jap butler, waa privily conveying 
"Smiling Sam" Kagnifa late breakfast 
to the attic. For some occult reason, 
Sam loved to torment and frighten the 
dapper little butler. And Yaraa'a vis¬ 
its to the biding place were momenta 
of terror to the poor little yellow man. 

Today waa no exception. He act the 
tray down In front of Sam and started 
to pour out a glass of wine for him. 
Hut Yama a hand shook pitifully, from 
sheer fright. A spoonful of wine fell 
on Sam's knee. 

With a truly terrifying growl Ragan 
snatched up the carving knife he still 
carried In hla belt and rushed at the 
Jap. 

"I'm going to cut my monicker on 
your measly heart!" he snarled. 

Yarns did not pause to see If the 
threat would be fulfilled. Dropping 
everything, he fled. 

Ragan returned tbe knife to Its 
place, chuckling amusedly at tbo 
scare ho had given tbe butler. Then 
he picked up the bottle of wine and 
tried to read Its label.. 

Hut the light was dim and his eyes 
were nearsighted. Ho went over-to 
the window to get a better view of 
the label. Close to tbe pane he stood 
for an Instant, curiously and laborious¬ 
ly spelling out tbe name. 

And. In that Instant, Max Lamar, 
turning In at the front walk, chanced 
to look up—and aaw him. 

lamar halted and stared upward 
more keenly. But Sam had moved 
away from the. window. Max. with 
the excitement of a hound on the 
acent. bounded up tbe veranda steps. 

At the top. he collided violently with 
a little figure that shot out of the 
front door. It was Yama, still In 
flight from Sam's Imaginary pursuit. 

"What's up?” demanded Mnx. 

Yuma stared, speechless and gasp¬ 
ing. 

"What's the matter?" repeated La¬ 
mar. "Did you see him. too? Were 
you going for the police?" 

"Saw—saw nobody!" babbled the 
Jap, still remembering Sam's throat 
of what he would do should Yamu be¬ 
tray hla hiding place. "Saw nobody. 
Doing for a little walk. I—" 

“Doing ror a little hundred-yard 
dash, you mean." corrected the per 
plexed Lamar. "Let me In there. I've 
Just seen—” 

"Why, Mr I^mar!" exclaimed a 
voice from the foot of the steps. 

Max turned, to see June. In riding 
dress, crop In hund, mounting the 
veranda toward him 

"Miss Travla!" he said, hurriedly. 
"1 caught a glimpse of a man I'm al¬ 
most sure was Sam Ragan." 

"Really?" asked June, her heart 
beating fast. "How Interesting! 
Whereabouts?" 

“In that topmost window of your 
house. The attic window, I suppose 
He was—" 

"What nonsense'" she laughed, nerv¬ 
ously. “How could he possibly—?" 

"I must go and look for him." Insist¬ 
ed Lamar. "That la. If you'll let me. 
He probably remembered your good¬ 
ness to him In other days, and sneaked 
In here to try to persuade you to help 
him. Let me go In. please. He 
mustn't get away from us again." 

June, too confused to make any pro¬ 
test. led the way Into the house. She 
was sick with terror. In tbe library 
doorway they met Mrs. Travla. She 
came forward, cordially, to greet 
Lamar. The crime specialist cut short 
her salutations by saying, brusquely: 

"Mrs. Travis. I have reason to think 
a criminal Is hiding In this house. 
'Smiling Sam’ Eagan, tho crook I told 
you about, down at Surfton. May I 
search for him?" 

assented the star- 


The men drew near. At sight of 
their employer, they baited, glanced 
at one another, and then stepped up 
to him, taking off their halt as they 
came. 

"Mr. Fnrwell." began the spokes¬ 
man. nervously, clearing hla vole* aa 
he spoke, "Mr. Farwell. we are a dele¬ 
gation from tho bands, chosen —chosen 
to ask you If you mean to make good 
on your promise to share profits with 


'Three cheers for Silas Farwell!" 
shouted the spokesman 
The three cheers were gtven with s 
thunderous sext. 

The men came to s halt Just In 
front of the window, shoving forward 
the spokesman, who still held tbe 
bundle of money In one band, and the 
typewritten letter In another. 

"Mr. Farwell," he began, "wo want 
to thank you. It waa a funny way 
of sending us our cash, but It was 
mighty welcome. And I want to apol- 
oglxe to you-tor—" 

"What aie you blithering about?" 
queried Farwell, In dire perplexity. 
"And what'a that money you're shak¬ 
ing at me? What Is ?’’ 

"The money?" echoed the spokes¬ 
man, as a murmur of surprise ran 
through the crowd. "Why. tho co¬ 
operative profits money, of course. 
Tho money this Infer of your agent—" 
He got no further. Farwell reached 
out of tbe window and snatched the 
typed note from Ills hand. He would 
have snatched tho money, too, but 
that chanced tp he Just out of his 
reach 

?" roared Far- 


one |\eu wberi- 

UrcleOte 

AUTHOR. OF “THE FIGHTER “ “CALEB CON¬ 
OVER.” “SYRIA FROM THE SADDLE." ETC. 

NOVELIZED FROM PATHE PHOTO PLAYOF 
THE SAME NAME BY WILL M. RITCHEY. 


"Please!" Implored June. "Please 
f>! Please don't etidanger me by 
staying here. At any moment my 
mother may find you're bidden In our 
house. Yama or one of the other 
servants may tell her. And—“ 

"That's up to you," philosophically 
answered Ham. "That's your share of 
the gamo. Miss Travla. 1 can't look 
out for everything." 

"I did all 1 could for you when you 
came out of prlsou. penniless and an 
outcast." went on June, Ignoring bla 
flippancy. "I gave you help. Now 
that I'm In such dire peril, won't 
you please help me by going away and 
saving uie from the danger of your 
presence here? Every minute you 
stay In this house Is a menace to me. 
Oh, please go!" 

"Do?" be said argumentatively, and 
still smiling at her. "Oo where? To 
Juil? That's where they'll stick me 
If I leave here before this row blows 
over. And even this dusty old liule 
and Mary's huir-portloii food are a 
whole lot better'n the pen." 

"But you could creep out at night—" 

"And be nabbed at daybreak. No, 
thanks. I'll—" 

"But I'll give you enough money 
to—" 

"You sure will. miss. I'll soo to 
that. But not till It's safe to sneak 
out. I'm laying low. Just now. And 
you're goin' to help me do It." 

"But don't you see what It means to 
me?" pleaded June. "You can't stay 
hidden here Indellultely. If my moth¬ 
er should hnppeu to come up to tbe 
attic or—" 

"If she does," Interposed Sam. al¬ 
most solemnly, "so much the worse 
for her." 

"Oh!" cried June In horror. 

“Listen here!" went on Ragan, a 
note of rough authority In his voice. 
"Let's you and me come to a show¬ 
down. You're goln' to keep on hidin' 
me here and feedln' me and pro¬ 
tectin' mo; an' when 1 get out. 
you re gain* to keep me oil Rasy 
street. Not because you want to. Hut 
because you've got to. Because If you 
don't, you know I can tell a whole lot 
of int'restln' things about Circle Jim 
Borden’s crook daughter.” 

"You benst!" flamed June. "You 
beast!" 

"Cut out the snappy stuff!" ordered 
Sam. "Treat me easy and you'll find 
me easy to treat. That's always been 
my way. But como any rough buslnuss 
with me. and you'll always find me 
on hand with a bucketful of trouble. 
Remember that. So don't call names, 
any more. Huh!" he rumbled In con¬ 
tempt. "You're a swell one to be 
talkin' to mo as If I wasn't ns good 
as you. Why, you and me Is In tho 
same pew. If you think we ain’t. Just 
take a look at that!" 

As he sjioke he caught her by the 
right wrist und tore away tho loose- 
hanging glove from the back of her 
hand. The Red Circle blazed Into view. 
June tore herself free from bis grasp. 
Just as Mary sprang forward to rescuo 
her darling from tho man. 

Both women broko Into fierce 
speech. But Kagan's deep voice eas¬ 
ily dominated and drowned their 
words of anger. 

"I stay right here, my Indy." ho an¬ 
nounced loudly. “And you'll see I'm 
well took caro of. If you dou't— or If 
you try to double-cross me. everybody 
Is goln' to know all about Circle Jim's 
daughter. Del that?" 


"Circle Jim” Borden, named from a red 
birthmark on his hand, haa served Ills 
third prison term. One In each Borden 
generation, always a criminal, has borne 
the Red Circle inurk. Jim and hla son 
Ted are I he only known living of t he 
Bordens. Max Lamar, a detective. Is de¬ 
tailed to keep an eye on Jim. Juna Truvla 
and her mother meet Jim as he Is re¬ 
leased. Jim and Ted are killed. Next 
day Lamat sees the Red Circle on a wom¬ 
an s hand outaldo a curtained automobile. 
June, marked with the Red Circle, robs 
Urant. a loan shark. Mury, June's nurse, 
discovers her theft and tells her the is 
"Circle Jim's" daughter, though Mrs 
Travla doee not know. Mury irfeks l-a- 
mar Lainur visits "Smiling Sum." Jim's 
old crime partner. Sent lo Surfton by 
Smiling Sam. Alma let Salle rube the 

K rste at a ball. Mary points her out lo 
mar. who follows her hack to town, 
caplurea her with tho Jewels and goes af¬ 
ter Smiling Sum. On the edge of a ■ lilt 
pursuer and pursued engage In deadly 
combat. Uordon. a fugitive, rescues La¬ 
mar, and June In lurn saves Uordon from 
arrest. Smiling Sam sees Ilia Red Circle 
on Juna's hand, tells her lie knows her 
secret and follows her to her city home 
She helps (Jordon to get away, after re¬ 
covering for him the securities receipt 
which Incriminates him by Irtcking Far- 
wall and Lamar 


ml the "Who gnve you this 
ul lev- well when he could got his voice. 

"A girl." answered tho puzzled 
as the spokesman. "On horseback. Threw 
at the It over the fence to tue She rode 
coldly past, two minutes ago. And " 

But Farwell. nute In hand, lind bolt- 
d Far- ed out Into the street. He wua Just 
Hence. In time to see a girl, mounted on a 
leveled slenderly built Buddie horse, turn a 
are of corner, several blocks away, and van- 
sheep- ish from his view 

ne by Alongside the opposite curb lounged 
toward a mounted policeman, chatting with a 
passerby. Farwell ran across and 
nk Into seized the officer by the srm. 
an hla "Lid you see a woman ride past 
here a few momenta ago?" he de 
led to manded. 

e men "Why. yes." returned the patrolman, 
r nows wondering at his Interlocutor's excite 
I ment "I did. I didn't take much 
ipukes notice to her, except that she rodo 
i mighty well. She'd gotten past me be 
?h the fore I saw her. Is—?" 
eg and "She has robbed me." Interrupted 
Is feeL Farwell. "Catch her! She turned to 


TWELFTH INSTALLMENT 


While Max Lamur was musing In 
miserable uncertainty over the prob 
lem of June’s guilt or Innocence, June 
herself was confronted by a problem 
quite as disheartening and far more 
perilous. 

Mary had told her of "Smiling Sam" 
Eagan’s presence In the Travis house, 
and Juno realized all It might mean 
to her. Tho man. hidden III tbe attic 
storeroom, held her fate, her liberty. 
In the hollow of his grimy hand. 

He had seen the Red Circle on hor 
hand. Ho was crafty enough to know 
how fearful n hold over tho girl this 
secret gave him. 

June could bear the suspense no 
longer. Impulsively she got lo her 
feet and crossed tho room toward tho 
hall door. 

‘‘Where ara you going, d earl a," 
asked Mury In sudden anxiety. 

“I'm going to sou him," replied June. 
*T must." 

June had taken off her hat. and as 
she spoke she was stripping the gloves 
from her hands. Tho left glove com# 
Off first. Then, as tho right glove was 
half removed. Its wearer uoted the 
pulsing Red Circle ofl her hand. In¬ 
stinctively sho drew the glove over It. 

Meantime Mary had flung herself be¬ 
tween Juno and tbe door, exclaiming 
In horror: 

"Oh, my dear, my dear! You mustn't! 
He—he might kill you!" 

"Kill me?" echoed Juno, bitterly. 
"1 almost wish ho would!” 

“If you're going there." declared the 
valiant nurse, giving up the unequal 
battle, "then I'm going too. I'll keep 
him from harming my baby If anyone 
can.” 

June a step ahead, they emerged 
Into tho gloomy attic room. 

Mary paused, staring timorously 
around tho dismal and cluttered room. 

Prom an Impromptu couch of patched 
quilts and moth eaten pillows, between 
two trunks, a frowsy head cautiously 
came Into view 

At sight of June and Mary be 
grinned pleasantly, got up. stretched 


Struck thti Would-Be Murderer Across the Knuckles. 

Tbe spokesman looked around him In the left at the third corner. She's 
bewilderment. So did tho other men. riding slowly. You can catch up—" 
They bad a fleeting glimpse of a girl I His lust words were drowned In the 
on. horseback, riding away from the clatter of hoofl.eata as the policeman 
I>oard fence that divided the yard from put bis horso to a gallop, 
the street. I The girt, as sho trotted homeward. 

"Sho threw It at you," said one of heard behind her the hurrying hoof- 
the men. "I saw hor. What Is It?” heats of a horso hard ridden. Shu 
The spokesman hud stooped and was ff^nced hack. And sho understood, 
picking up the white thing that had Th « pursuer was scarce a quarter- 
strut k him. It was a large envelope, block behind In another few minutes, 
very thick. The others pressing close »* h “ "““Id overhaul her. There 

around him In Jostling curiosity, ho *“» »'«> the danger that some other 
toro open one end of the envelope. mounted officer, coming from oppo- 
Out fell a package of big denomlna- ‘| ,c dlrecUon - might cut off her re- 
Don bills. A cry of amaze broko from . 

the crowd. Tho spokesman, holding To bcr r !* ht ' °" ,jr * *»l°ok 
tho money In one hand, s.ared stupidly .f“ n ,be . ,f . co « M ‘ 

at the envelope. Ho read aloud the n ***• m, *‘“ »» rb »*" be * b ' 8 

typewritten address: lo * * ber P“ r *“ or 0°** 

"FCR THE EMPLOYEES OF THE Wh ™ lU d l h? Z'l' sho 
FARWELL CORPORATION." J* * ^ "" 

What the blue blazes—! he sput- a quarter mile farther on she could 
t* r *d- soo the outstretched bay head at her 

Then ho saw a sheet of notepaper knee. Tho bay crept farther and far- 
sticking half way cut of the torn en- (her ahead. 

velope. Ho drew it forth and. In a And now a blue arm shot forth, as 
voire shaking with wonder, read the the policeman snatched at her bridle, 
few typed lines It contained: June, driven on by an Impulse amaz- 


"Wtay certainly, 
tied old lady. “But— oh. I do hope you 
are mistaken. Mr. Laiuar' I can't 
believe—" 

Max had already started up the 
stairs. June, dreading to go with him. 
yet dreading far more to remain In 
suspense, followed. Msry. who had 
been crossing the lower hall aa Umar 
entered, hurried after her. 

The search of the next floor was 
merely perfunctory. 

"He's not down hero!" declared the 
crime specialist at last. In growing Im¬ 
patience. "I'm going to try tbe at¬ 
tic. How do 1 got to It?" 

He was standing close to tho door¬ 
way. as he spoke, the doorway lead¬ 
ing to tbe attic stairs. And his strong 
voice carried evory word to the fugi¬ 
tive above. 

At the sound. Ragan started to his 
feet, knife In baud. This attic was 
no place to be cornered like a rat In 
a trap. It he could get downstairs, 
a knife thrust In Lamar's body might 
leave the way free for him to escape 
to the street. Yes, and that same 
knife-thrust might silence I.amar for¬ 
ever. If so. he had no fear of the 
household's women blabbing as to who 
had done tho murder. They would 


Next morning. June put on a riding 
habit, ordered her saddle horse 
brought to the door In half an hour, 
and then shut herself In her own 
den. 

Tnklng from a drawer tho big 
packet of banknotes sho had stolen 
from Kur well's safe, sue counted thorn 
carefully. Then she sat down at her 
typewriter ami pounded out a half 
dozen lines. Addressing a large en¬ 
velope. she put the typed sheet Into 
It and stuffed the sheaf of banknotes 
In there, loo. Sealing tho envelope, 
she thrust It Into the Inaldo pocket of 
her rltllrg coat, and run downstairs. 

June turned her horse's head toward 
the section of tho city where stood 
the Farwtdl corporation's factory. It 
was not a savory neighborhood, at 
best. And this morning It was even 
less peaceful than usual. For the 
bulk of tbo Farwell employees were 
gathered In the big yard of the fac¬ 
tory bolding an Impromptu Indignation 
meeting. 

Silas Farwell's failure to keep his 
word about ahartng wltb hla men the 
profits of the concern was the theme 
of their spokesman's harangue. 

From the building's entrance. Far- 
well watched the gathering of the 
men in tbe yard. He knew well 
enough wbat was up. And be scowled, 
as fragments of the spokesman's 
■peeeh came to his earn. 

At laat. aa be was about to go Into 
hla office, Farwell saw the spokesman 
and two of hts audience detach them¬ 
selves from tho group and walk to¬ 
ward him. He understood the object 
of their visit 

Hts right hand slipped Into the 


The Red Circle Blazed Into View. 


himself and slouched forward to meet 
them. 

"Well, well!" be rum bled, In mock 
cordiality. "It seems like this la my 
reception day. Welcome to Caatls 
Eagan, ladles. I'd 'a* spruced up s 
bit If I'd known I was goln' to have 
comp'ny.” 

"Sam." said the girl, facing tbs 
grinning fugitive. “I’ve come here tc 
have yoa help me." 

"Help you?" repeated Eagan, pus 
■led. 

"Yes, by leaving here." 

"Oh, I see. Nothin' doing, sweetie 
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that chance, without stopping to cal¬ 
culate its percentage. 

Putting all his strength into one tre¬ 
mendous heave of body and arms he 
wriggled free from the policeman. As 
the latter instantly darted at him 
again, Sam wheeled around and sprang 
out through the open window just be¬ 
hind him. 

The window was one hundred and 
thirty-two feet above the ground. And 
beneath it was a cement pavement. 

“Smiling Sam” Eagan had fought his 
last fight. 

He was stone dead before the first 
gaping attendant could reach the 
street and bend above him. 

Among those who gathered around 
the Shapeless heap was Max Lamar 
who, returning from June’s home, had 
decided to stop at the hospital for a 
word with the prisoner. The word was 
never spoken. 

The patrolman, recognizing Lamar, 
hastened to tell him the tale of the 
battle; omitting merely his own im¬ 
prisonment in the closet. 

“The chief had just been here, too,” 
finished the officer. “Sam had sent 
for him. Told him about the Red 
Circle woman and—” 

Max waited to hear no more. Leav¬ 
ing the policeman in the middle of a 
sentence he set off at a swinging 
stride for the Travis home. Clearly, 
no time was to be lost. 


stairs again, had Just reached th fc 
den when Lamar arrived at the he 
A glance told Max his very <]j 
fears were justified. He had r* a <. 
the Travis house three minutes 
late to save the girl he loved. 

For one wild moment Lamar 
dered on the idea of covering both 
persecutors with his pistol while j 
escaped. But at once he realized" 
suicidal folly of such an act. No 


roved dreamily around the ward where 
he chanced to be the only patient. His 
glance took in the figure of the guard¬ 
ian policeman and then moved on to 
the shut door of a clothes closet. He 
noted a key in the door’s lock. 

“Say, old playmate,” he addressed 
the policeman, “I wish you’d stake me 
to another pillow if you can get hold 
of one. My back’s half-broken. Don’t 
bother to call the nurse. 1 sure do 
hate to have women-folks pawin’ 
around me when I’m sick. There s lot 
of pillows in that closet. 1 saw her 
take some from there. Toss me one, 
just for luck.” 

Goodnaturedly, the policeman 
crossed the room to obey the request. 
He unlocked and opened the closet 
door. 

“Why,” he began, “there’s no pillows 
in here, man. The—” 

He got no further. A mighty shove 
in the small of the back sent him head¬ 
long into the closet. Before he could 
turn, Sam had slammed the closet 
door shut and locked it. 

Heedless of the policeman’s frenzied 
pounding on the panels, Eagan thrust 
his bare feet into his shoes, drew on 
his trousers and bolted for the corri¬ 
dor. 

In the doorway he collided with a 
doctor and an orderly, who were en¬ 
tering the ward, the nurse at their 
heels. Taken unprepared the two men 
were not quick enough to stop the fugi¬ 
tive He dashed past them, scattering 
them to left and to right, and gained 
the corridor. 

And there—unfamiliar with his sur 
roundings—Eagan started in the 
wrong direction. Instead of going to¬ 
ward the stairway, he ran the opposite 
way. And presently he found himself 
at the corridor’s farther end with an 
open window behind him and with no 
other means of escape. 

Before he could look outward 
through the open casement to learn at 


glared around the ward. In the door¬ 
way stood a nurse. Chatting with her 
was one of the policemen who had car¬ 
ried Eagan to the hospital and who 
had remained to get a report on the 
disabled prisoner's condition. 

Sam feebly beckoned to the nurse. 
She came toward him. He muttered 
disjointedly: 

“I want to—see the chief of police. 
Tell him—important. Red Circle!” 

He slumped back on the cot again 
groggy with headache. 

Chief Allen had had a busy morn¬ 
ing. Charles Gordon, the fugitive at¬ 
torney, had voluntarily given himself 
up to justice. The chief had at once 
sent word to Farwell, who had come 
in haste to police headquarters, to con¬ 
front the captive. 

Gordon had been searched in Far- 
well’s presence. But no trace of the 
incriminating receipt could be found 
on him. And, perforce, he had been 
released for lack of evidence to hold 
him. 

The chief and Farwell were still 
sitting in the former's office at head¬ 
quarters discussing the case when the 
telephone buzzed. 

“This is queer,” remarked Allen as 
he put back the receiver on the hook. 
“ 'Smiling Sam’ Eagan was captured 
by Lamar today at the Travis house. 
Knocked out. He was taken to the 
hospital. And now he sends word he 
wants to see me. Says it’s something 
important about the Red Circle case 
I’ll step over there and—” 

"Red Circle!” exclaimed Farwell 
“That concerns me as much as anyone 
in town. I’m going to the hospital 
with you, if you don’t mind.” 

They found “Smiling Sam" Eagan 
propped up among a heap of pillows in 
his hospital cot. 

“What did you want to see me 
about?” asked the chief. 

"What did I want?” echoed Eagan. 
"Oh, nothin’ much. Only to tell you 
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His mouth open, his eyes glazed 
with horror, his body frozen into move¬ 
lessness, the man stared dully, unbe¬ 
lievingly, at the frightful scarlet stain. 

The Red Circle was on June Travis’ 
hand. She was the mysterious woman 
—the woman in black—the veiled 
woman—the Red Circle lady—the in¬ 
heritor of Jim Borden’s crime-curse! 
She—June Travis! It could not be. 
Yet—it was! 

June had listened spellbound to his 
ardent love-avowal. 

But she found he was no longer 
looking at her face. It was her right 
hand at which he was staring with 
such dumb fixedness. Her own gaze 
—dreamy with unspoken love—fol¬ 
lowed the direction of his. 

She looked down at her hand that 

And she 


“Circle Jim” Borden, named from a. red 
birthmark on his hand, has served his 
third prison term. One in each Borden 
generation, always a criminal, has borne 
the Red Circle mark. Jim and his son 
Ted, the only known living of the Bor¬ 
dens, are killed. Next day Lamar sees 
the Red Circle on a woman’s hand out¬ 
side a curtained automobile. June, 
marked with the Red Circle, robs Grant, 
a loan shark, Mary. June’s nurse, dis¬ 
covers her theft and tells her she is ’ Cir¬ 
cle Jim’s” daughter, though Mrs. Travis 
does not know. Mary tricks Lamar. La¬ 
mar visits "Smiling Sam,” Jim’s old crime 
partner. Sent to Surfton by Smiling Sam. 


his cold fingers still grasped 
saw the Red Circle. 

With a wordless cry she shrank back 
and tried with all her might to snatch 
away the incriminating hand from his 
clasp. But his grip on it was too 
strong. 

Slowly, Lamar raised his head. And 
now’, at last, their eyes met. 

“The—the Red Circle!” he croaked. 
"You?” 

She strove to speak. But her parched 
lips refused their duty. 

“You!” he gasped, hoarsely. “You! 
A—a thief? And you’ve played with 
me—tricked me—used me as a cat’s- 
paw!” 

"No!” she w’ailed. “No! Oh, you 
don't understand! I—I can’t explain 
—I didn’t mean to—I—1 couldn't help 
it. I couldn’t. Oh, Max, for God’s sake, 
don’t look at me like that! I can't 
stand it! Don't—Max!” 

She was on her knees now, grovel¬ 
ing at his feet; pouring out broken en¬ 
treaties, hysterical pleas. 

"You tricked me!” he raged. “You 
betrayed my trust!” 

"No! No!” she wept convulsively. 
"Oh, Max! I’m not what you think I 
am! Or, if I am, it isn’t because I 
want to be. God knows how r I’ve fought 
against it. But it’s too strong for me. 
If I could make you understand—” 

Her voice was strangled with sobs. 

Just outside the arch of the library 
doorway crouched Mary—shuddering, 
aghast; dreading to go, fearing to 
stay. 

Peering cautiously around the edge 
of the arch the old woman saw the 
tw’o stricken lovers. She saw Lamar’s 
white, drawn countenance staring 
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The Chief Found Himself Confronted 
by Mary. 

one way to help her now was by hit 
wits. The time for force had passed. 

He advanced calmly toward the 
group in the garden. At sight of him 
Chief Allen shouted: 

“We’ve tracked her down at last 
Max, my boy. We’ve—” 

“What is it? What does it all mean?’ 
demanded the bewildered Mrs. Travis 
finding voice for the first time. 

“It means, madam,” replied the 
chief, “that this young woman isn’t 
your child. She's a slick crook 
daughter of old ‘Circle Jim 


Lamar. In the midst of the sentence, 
reeled dizzily. He would have fallen; 
but for June’s restraining arm. He 
collapsed into the nearest chair. 

In a few minutes he opened his eyes 
and sat up straight, still somewhat 
weak and shaky, but himself again. 

And then he noticed that June was 
standing ahove him once more, look¬ 
ing down at his haggard face with all 
her soul in her big eyes. 

The sight of her brought back to 
Max the purpose of his visit to the 
Travis house that day—a purpose that 
his life-and-death grapple with "Smil¬ 
ing Sam" Eagan had driven momen¬ 
tarily from his mind. 

He found it strangely hard to say to 
June what he had come to say. 

Taking hold of his faltering resolu¬ 
tion, Max prepared to get through 
with the cruel ordeal as quickly as 
possible. 

He looked from Mrs. Travis to 
Mary; then, hesitatingly, said: 

"I—I should very much like to speak 
with Miss Travis alone for a few min¬ 
utes, if you don’t mind. You’ll pardon 
me, won’t you, for asking it? It’s very 
important.” 

Mrs. Travis went through to the 
veranda. But Mary lingered just out¬ 
side the library door and crouched 
there, tremblingly listening. 

Lamar, for an instant, gazed half- 
frowningly at the girl who awaited 
the ordeal. 

"What’s the use?” he blurted out, in¬ 
coherently, “you can’t know anything 
about the Farwell theft—or any of the 
rest of the Red Circle crookedness. I 
know you don’t. And I won’t insult 
you by asking you. Besides—you saved 
my life. June, dear!” 

Still too weak to trust himself on bis 
feet, he reached forward impulsively 
and caught her hand in his as she 
stood, startled, before him. 

June did not try to draw away the 
hand he held prisoner. She found her¬ 
self sinking to her knees beside La¬ 
mar’s chair. She no longer dared meet 
the glow in his eyes lest she lose all 
hold over her reserve and tell him of 
her love. 

"I love you!” Lamar was saying, 
over and over. "I love you, June, my 
sweetheart. Oh, I love you!” 

The girl’s heart was beating madly. 

“He loves me! He loves me! The 
man 1 love loves me!” 

She could not stir, she could not 
speak. Kneeling there, her breath 


The 
Borden 

Max!” he added, turning to Lamar 
"You’ve worked hard enough on thie 
case. You ought to have some kind oi 
reward. I’m going to give you the 
honor of making the arrest. Go to it 
son.” 

Max Lamar moved to June’s side 
and touched her on the arm. 

“Come, sweetheart,” he whispered 
"there’s nothing else we can do now 
But I’m going to get you out of this ii 
it takes my last dollar anti ray last 
breath.” 

As they passed Mrs. Travis on theii 
way to the street June paused and 
held out her arms. Mr*. Travis re 
coiled from her as from a si^ake. 

With bent head the girl moved on at 
her lover’s side. The world—her world 
—seemed at an end. She had not the 
power to suffer any more. Her brail- 
and heart and body were numb. She 
walked as if in her sleep. 

Next morning as Charles Gordoi. 
picked up his newspaper he read, ic 
big headlines, that the mysteriout 
“Red Circle lady” was at last cap 
tured; that she was a society gir 
known as “June Travis,” but that she- 
was really the daughter of “Circle 
Jim” Borden. 

Silas Farwell, so ran the story, 
brought a charge of grand larcenj 
against her and Mrs. Travis refused tc 
help the girl or to have anything to dc 
with her. 


truding won’t you? You see, we—” 

He paused. June had accepted his 
proffered hand. He held her fingers in 
his for a moment peering down at the 
back of the little hand that lay in his 
own. Farwell also stared wolfishly at 
her hand. 

But no circle rewarded their keen 
examination. The back of June's hand 
was white and unmarked. 

“What can I do for you, chief?” 
asked June, struggling to keep her 
voice steady and pretending not to 
notice the double inspection of her 
hands. 

"Well,” stammered the chief, woe¬ 
fully at ease, “you see, it’s this way. 
Miss Travis: 'Smiling Sam’ Eagan 
wanted me to see you about—about 
the Red Circle.” 

“I’m afraid I can’t be of very much 
help to you,” answered the girl, “I’ve 
heard Mr. Lamar speak about the Red 
Circle, of course, and I read something 
about it, I think, in one of the papers, 
but that’s really all I know. What did 
poor Sam think I—?” 

“Look!” shouted Farwell, in savage 
glee, “look there, chief! Look!” 

When Allen had released June’s 


June’s old nurse Mary had 
used her own savings to provide bail 
and had taken June away with her tc 
a little apartment in the lower part oi 
the city. 

The newspaper account was correct 
in every detail. Twenty hours earliei 
June Travis had been one of the most 
popular girls and one of the richest 
heiresses in the city. Now, accused 
of crime, and homeless, she found no 
friend to help her except the old worn 
an who had nursed and petted her 
from babyhood. 

Max Lamar, it is true, had done al. 
that a mortal man could do; yet be 
was but a helpless atom in face of the 
law’s iron power. He had arranged 
that June's detention should be a? 
brief and as little humiliating as pos 
sible. Then he had scurried out for 
bail. But before he could return Mar> 
had provided the needful bond and hat] 
spirited June away. 

Now, in the tiny apartment to whf/-.’j 
Mary had brought her, the strict 
girl sat alone. The nurse had gone jut 
for supplies. And June, in her squalid 
little living room, had no companion 
ship but her own tragic thought*. 

She was still stunned and apathetic 
from the terrific blows fate bad dealt 
her. She sat gazing stonily in front of 
her, self-hypnotized by her dreary 
muslngs. 

And, as she sat thus, alone, brood 
ing—a strange thing happened. Or if 
it did not happen, the dazed girl was 
at least certain that It did. 

Through the closed door of the room 
emerged a shadowy figure—a formless, 
vague something, that seemed to 
gather Bhape and features as it crept 
toward her chair. 

Gradually bending down above her, 
the shape became recognizable. It was 
a thickset man, broad of shoulder, 
deep of chest. The wraith of a man 
with leonine head and a shaggy mane 
of white hair—with a rugged, hopeless 
face in which smoldered deep, fiery 
eyes. 

On the shadowy right hand that 
reached out toward the girl glimmered 
a Red Circle. 

The ghost—If ghost It was—was the 
ghost of “Circle Jim” Borden! 

June sat motionless, staring witfc 
wide, bewildered eyes. 

(END OF 13TH INSTALLMENT.) 


His voice choked. June’s hand stole 
into his. At her appealing pressure 
he found words again. 

"I want you to marry me, my sweet¬ 
heart.” he went on. “Marry me and 
we’ll fight this curse together. Side 
by side, with our love to help us, we’ll 
win the victory over it.” 

“Max!” she cried, a world ot grati¬ 
tude and longing in her sob-shaken 
voice. “Max! You want me to be your 
wife, after—after—?” 

"Yes,” he made answer, very simply. 
"Will you marry me?’ 

She swayed toward him, her tear- 
stained face glorified by the love that 
shone from it. But before his arms 
could close around her, she started 
back pulling her hand away from him. 

“No, dear,” she said. “No. It can’t 
be. I—” 

“You don’t love me?” 

“Love you?” she breathed. “Why, 
Max, I didn’t think there was anything 
on earth so strong as this love of mine 
for you. I do love you. You know I 
do. I love you too much to be your 
wife. I can’t marry you with this 
black taint on my life—with this vile 
Red Circle burning on my hand.” 

“But June!” he pleaded, “we will 
fight it together. We—” 

“I must fight it alone,” she answered 
with sad firmness. “And now I want to 
go, please; while I am still strong 
enough to help you save yourself. Go. 
dear.” 

“No!” he denied, doggedly. 

“Best go, Mr. Lamar,” advised Mary, 
gliding forward into the room and slip¬ 
ping her arm around June’s heaving 
shoulders. "Best go now. She is right. 
She knows. And, anyway, you’ll gain 
nothing by staying. Give her time to 


what height he might be from the 
ground, the two pursuing men bore 
down 


“If it’s a joke—" began Allen. 

"A joke?” Sam caught him up 
viciously. "Oh, It’s a joke, all right. 
And It's on her. On June Travis.” 

"June Travis!” repeated Allen, in¬ 
credulous. 

“June Travis,” cried Farwell, in the 
same breath, “I knew it! I was sure 
of it. But Lamar kept insisting she—” 

“June Travis,” declared Sam, speak¬ 
ing slowly, venomously. “June Travis 
is the. Red Circle woman.” 

“I don’t believe you,” said the chief, 

“June Travis is the Red Circle wom¬ 
an,” doggedly insisted Sam. “Do you 
want me to tell you about It or don’t 
you?” 

“Go ahead 


They seized him, 
roughly, and at once they found they 
had tackled a man they could not sub¬ 
due. 

Sam, tearing free, glanced about 


hind her. But not before both men 
had seen the Red Circle begin to 
gleam through the soft whiteness ot 
its flesh. 

“The Red Circle!” exclaimed ChiQf 
Allen. 

He took a step toward the girl. Her 
nerve going to pieces, she screamed 
and fled into the house. At the chief’s 
next step he found himself confronted 
by Mary. 

The old woman, eyes ablaze, had 
snatched up the light bench and was 
brandishing it wildly. 

“You lay one finger on my precious 
baby, Mr. Chief,” she snarled, like an 
angry cat, “and I’ll brain you with 


hall telephone. He caught up the 
heavy instrument, wrenched it loose 
from its green cord and swung it 
menacingly above his head. 

The doctor and the orderly recoiled 
before the wordless threat. But Just 
then a new actor appeared on the 
scene. 

The pounding on the closet door had 
attracted the nurse and she had re¬ 
leased the imprisoned policeman. And 
he came forward, at high speed, yearn¬ 
ing to recapture the crook who had so 
easily fooled him. 

The patrolman was a born fighter; 
and, moreover, he was smarting for 
revenge. Without a second’s hesitation 
he sprang at Eagan. Down went the 
telephone instrument, swung with all 
the brute strength of Sam’s right arm. 
The blow, fairly landing, would have 
meant a fractured skull at the very 
least. 

But the patrolman had spent his boy¬ 
hood on the water front. He knew 
every move in a rough-and-tumble bar¬ 
room fight. And he was not to be 


assented Allen, after a 
quick glance at the excited Farwell. 

“I was 'hiding out’ down at Surfton,” 
began Sam. “In a cave on the edge of 
the beach. She was standing right 
near the cave the other day and I saw 
the circle on her hand. I—” 

“Your eyes fooled you,” scoffed the 
chief. “In the glare of sunlight the—” 

“My eyes didn’t fool me,” 

Sam. “I saw it, I tell you. 


wake of June. The chief—yelling to 
Farwell to watch the house from the 
outside—ran in pursuit. 

June had fled upstairs. And, half¬ 
way up the stairway, Mary was hold¬ 
ing aloft a wicker chair. 

“You keep back!” she shrilled fierce¬ 
ly to the chief. “Keep back or—” 


reiterated 
The same¬ 
shaped mark that used to be on ‘Circle 
Jim’ Borden’s hand. I’m givin’ you 
straight goods. Go and see the circle 
on her hand if you don’t believe me. 
Yes, and as I was watchin’ it that day 
I heard her nurse say the girl was ‘Cir¬ 
cle Jim’s’ daughter.” 

The chief- still partly unconvinced, 
turned again to Farwell. 

“The man’s telling the truth!” ejacu¬ 
lated Farwell. “It all fits in. She’s 
the Red Circle woman, I tell you. I 
knew it all along. I’d have sworn to 
it. But Lamar kept putting me off and 
putting me off. Chief, I’m going to the 
Travis house. I’m going to have a 
look at June Travis’ hand for myself. 

He stamped out of the ward. The 
chief reluctantly followed. 

He paused only to order the waiting 
policeman to remain on guard over 
Eagan. Then he hurried on, catching 
up with Farwell on the sidewalk in 
front of the hospital. 

Eagan, his work of vengeance done, 
leaned back on the pillows with a 
placid smile 


Tried With All Her Might to Snatch 
Away^the Incriminating Hand. 

coming quick and irregularly, she lis¬ 
tened. 

“If you will try to care for me—just 
a little,- little bit.” he was urging, “I’ll 
spend my whole life trying to be 
worthy of you; trying to make you 
happy. June—my darling—tell me you 
love me! Tell me—” 

His imploring words fell silent in 
the very midst of a sentence. He had 
started to raise her little white band 
to his lips. As he did so, his eyes tor 
the first time left her face. 

He glanced down lovingly at the un¬ 
resisting hand he had lifted. 

And there, on its satiny surface 
blazed and throbbed the hideous Red 
Circle! 


"Smiling Sam” Eagan opened one 
eye. Then, very cautiously, he opened 
the other. 

Now, with much difficulty, he began 
to collect his scattered wits. 

Painfully Eagan lifted his spiitting- 
ly aching head from the pillow and 


he called up, ex- 


Hie bright little eyes 

































marry him before the rrial ano to fn „ 
the ordeal as hia wife. But very p 
tly she had put aside the offer. P * D ’ 

“If ever I come to you, dear •* 8 u 
had said, "It must be with clean hand 
and without stain upon my heart \! 
till I can be certain the Red Circle ha! 
gone forever will I marry you,- 
had answered. “When I am sure 0 f 
that—perfectly, perfectly sure of it-, 
then I shall come to you." 

Gordon, from the very opening 0 f 
the trial, struggled with every atom 
of brain and body to bolster up a hops 
leas case. He warred against over 


couldn’t possibly do better, If legal 
prowess could save you. But,” ha 
added, sadly, "it can’t" 

"Mr. Gordon thinks it can,” said 
June, wondering at her lover’s look 
of blank despair. "He says since Mr 
Farwell is the only complainant, he—’’ 
"Farwell isn’t the only complain¬ 
ant,” corrected Lamar. "I am just 
from headquarters. While I was there, 
two more complainants came forward. 
Todd Drew and Grant.” 

"Good Lord!” groaned the lawyer, 
sinking into a chair. "That settles it. 
There’s not an atom of hope!” 

“There is hope!” contradicted La¬ 
mar, trying to smile encouragement at 
the wretched girl who was looking In 
pitiable question from one man to 
the other. "There Ia I 
one hope." 

"What is It?” asked 
with anxiety. 

"Just this,” decided Max 
don will agree with me. 
run away." 

“Run away? But—’’ 

“You face absolutely certain con¬ 
viction. Your only chance is to for¬ 
feit your bail bond and escape some¬ 
where outside the jurisdiction, of the 
court. Preferably, to Canada.” 

“You are right,” declared Gordon. 
“It’s the only chance. Start at once; 


stupidly into the sternly compelling 
eyes of his foe. 

"Confess!” shouted Gordon. 

“Here! What’s all this ?” demanded 
someone, in the same breath. 

Chief Allen had come in, after head¬ 
ing a squad of policemen who had 
routed the mob. 

Farwell’8 back was to the door. He 
had not heard Allen enter, and the 
chief’s words had been drowned in 
Gordon’s threatening shout of "Con¬ 
fess!” 

But one of the bystanders laid a 
detaining hand on the advancing 
chief’s arm, and stopped his progress 
toward the center of the group. Allen 
paused a moment. Irresolute. And in 
that moment he heard Gordon re¬ 
peat: 

“Confess your charge against me 
was a lie!” 

Under the blaze of Gordon’s hyp¬ 
notic look, Farwell’s nerves went 
wholly to pieces. 

"I—I—” he sputtered. 

“Tell the truth!” demanded Gordon, 
“or I’ll drag you by main force out of 
this club and throw you to the mob 
of men outside there! The men you’ve 
robbed, and who will kill you if 
they—” 

“I—I confess!” croaked Farwell, in 
stark terror. I—" 

“You confess—what?” insisted Gor- 
don, again shaking his foe back and 
forth as a puppy might shake a rag. 

"—I—confess I 
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er of environment warred valiantly 
against the hereditary curse. And that 
saved you from committing sordid 
crimes, when at last the curse over¬ 
took you. You sinned. But always 
you sinned that others might be happy. 

“You can conquer the curse by Will¬ 
power,” urged Borden. “You can de¬ 
stroy the evil that is in you. You can 
save yourself and me. You can do 
this. It will be a fearful conflict, but 
if you exert all your will-power, you 
can win. Will you do this, June? An¬ 
swer me!” 

June longed to cry out to him that 
she would make the fight; that she 
would strive with all her might to 
stamp out the curse of the Red Circle. 
But she could not speak. 

“You will not speak? You will not 
help me? You will not help yourself?” 
stormed the wraith. 

“My plea cannot move you?” ne 
rumbled. “Then there is only one 
way to end it. Even as I hoped, once 
before, to destroy the Red Circle and 
its curse. Then, I killed myself and 
the lad I thought was my son. If I 
had known you were my daughter, you 

even as now. 


toward June. I used all the eloquence 
and all the arguments I could muster. 
It was no use.” 

“Max,” said the chief, suddenly. 
“You’re in love with June Travis!” 

“Yes,” was Lamar’s defiant answer. 
“I am. And I'm proud of it. I’m go¬ 
ing to save her if I can. And if I 
can’t, I’m going to wait—a lifetime, if 
I have to—till she gets out of prison; 
and then I’m going down on my knees 
to her and beg her to be my wife.” 

"Red Circle and all?” 

“Red Circle and all. She’s the only 
girl on earth for me, chief. I—” 

Allen’s secretary came In with a 
telegram. The chief glanced at it and 
passed it over to Lamar. Max read: 

“I have a charge to bring 
against Red Circle Lady for 
theft of war plans. 

‘TODD DREW.” 

‘ There you are,” said Allen. "And 
that’s just the start of it. You remem¬ 
ber the case. Drew had plans for a 
superdestructive war implement. He 
inherited them from his father, the 
big inventor. He was just going to 
sell them to a foreign government 
when a hand snatched them away 
from him. It was a woman’s hand 
with a Red Circle on it. He didn’t 
see anything of the woman, except her 
hand. But it was June Travis. She—” 

The office door banged open and a 
man stamped in. It was Grant, the 
loan shark. 

"The papers say you’ve caught the 
Reo Circle woman at last. I’m here 
to make formal charge against her, 
for locking me in my vault and steal¬ 
ing all those promissory notes from 
my desk.” 

Lamar, sick at heart, got to his feet. 
Without a word of farewell, he started 
for the door. Allen looked, quizzical¬ 
ly, after him, for a moment. Then he 
summoned his cleverest plain-clothes 
man. 

"Follow Lamar,” he ordered in a 
whisper. "And then go to the flat 
house where June Travis is staying; 
and watch it till I Bend to have you 


SYNOPSIS. 


“Circle Jim" Borden, named from a red 
birthmark on his hand, has served his 
third prison term. One in each Borden- 
generation, always a criminal, has borne 
the Red Circle mark. Jim and his son 
Ted, the only known living of the Bor- 
'dens. are killed. Next day Lamar sees 
the Red Circle on a woman's hand out¬ 
side a curtained automobile. June, 
marked with the Red Circle, robs Grant, 
a loan shark. Mary. June's nurse, dis¬ 
covers her theft and tells her she is “Cir¬ 
cle Jim's" daughter, though Mrs. Travis 
does not know. Mary tricks Lamar. La¬ 
mar visits "Smiling Sam.” Jim's old crime 
partner. Sent to Surfton by Smiling Sam, 
Alma La Salle robs the guests at a ball. 
Lamar follows her back to town, cap¬ 
tures her with the jewels, and goes after 
Smiling Sam. On the edge of a cliff pur¬ 
suer and pursued engage In deadly com¬ 
bat. Gordon, a fugitive, rescues Lamar, 
and June in turn saves Gordon from ar¬ 
rest. Smiling Sam sees the Red Circle 
on June’s hand, tells her he knows her 
secret and follows her to her city home. 
She helps Gordon to get away, after re¬ 
covering for him the securities receipt 
which incriminates him by tricking Far- 
well and Lamar. Lamar suspects June. 
He captures Smiling Sam. Gordon gives 
himself up. As he tells June his love, La¬ 
mar sees the Red Circle on her hand. 
Eagan betrays June and dies attempting 
to escape. June Is arrested. 


une, feverish 


“And Gor- 
You must 


framed’ you,” bab¬ 
bled the terrified Farwell. “I—I—the 
charge I made against you was 
—was false. I—oh, for God’s sake, 
Gordon!” he howled In abject terror, 
“don't let those devils out there get 
hold of me. They’ll—” 

“One thing more!” broke in Gordon, 
Partly; his face alight at his victory 
and at the complete mastery which, 
for the moment, he was exerting over 
the panic-stricken man. “One thing 
more: Will you retract your robbery 
charge against Miss Travis, and vindi¬ 
cate her? Will you—?” 

“Hold on, there!” broke in Chief 
Allen’s peremptory voice. “You’re go¬ 
ing a step too far, Mr. Gordon. I 
didn't butt in, while you made him 
clear your own name. And I’m mighty 
glad you were able to. But I can’t 
have you Interfering with the Red 
Circle case. That’s a matter for the 
police. Let it alone! And let Mr. 
Farwell go.” 

At sound of the chief’s vo*oe, Far- 
well's vanished courage returned to 
him with a rush. 

"Am I going to withdraw the charge 
against the Travis girl?” he sneered. 


ing the house. Before you’d gone a 
block, he’d—” 

"But you said there was a chance!” 
wailed June, distraught. 

“There is. As long as Warren’s 
on the job, the chief won’t send any¬ 
one else to spy cn you. We can’t do 
anything by daylight. But as soon as 
it’s dark, I’m going to get rid of War¬ 
ren.” 

“How?” asked June, her eyes alight. 

“If I can help,” added Gordon, 
"count me in.” 

"You can help,” returned Max, grate¬ 
fully. "You can help a lot. You and I 
will come back here at eight this eve¬ 
ning, Gordon. I’ll bring alorig a rope 
and a sack. We’ll walk up behind 
Warren as he stands looking at this 
house, truss him up, put the sack 
over his head, trundle him into the 
alley back there, and tie him up to 
one of the telegraph poles.” 

"Good! Oh good!” laughed June in 
sudden glee. 

"I’m game,” said Gordon, briefly. 

"Meanwhile, Mary,” went on Lamar. 


Max Did Net Turn His Head 


whelming odds and never yielded a 
single step without fierce opposition. 

Yet the trial’s result was a fore¬ 
gone conclusion. 

On the very last day of the trial 
Mrs. Travis created a painful scene by 
rushing into court and throwing her 
arms around June, weepingly declar 
ing herself a wicked old woman for 
having turned her back on the girl, 
and vowing that never again would 
she forsake her. 

Mrs. Travis (her family pride and 
resentment swept away by a sudden 
Impulse of love toward the stricken 
girl sho had abandoned) held June 
close pressed to her heart and cried 
out sobbingly to the Judge: 

“She is mine! She is my own little 
girl! And you shan’t send her to 
prison!” 

The Jury was out less than half an 
hour and returned grimly to the bos 
with the unanimous verdict of 
"GUILTY I” 

June did not flinch as she heard the 
word; the most terrible word in all 
our language. The same strange light 
that had come into her face on the 
night when she had refused to es¬ 
cape, still glowed there. Calm, un¬ 
afraid, she listened to the verdict. 

With the same calmness, she rose 
and stood facing the judge, to receive 
her sentence. 

The judge was an old man. He had 
known June from babyhood. He had 
been a close friend of Mrs. Travis 
husband. In the ^arly days; and waf 
still a constant visitor at the Travis 
home. June pitied him for the grim 
task that was now his. 

"Prisoner at the bar,” said tht 
judge, his deep voice untinged by any 
emotion. “A jury of your peers lat 
found you guilty on every count ct 
the various indictments against you. 
It is a just verdict. In view cf the 
evidence, it was the only verdict the. 
jury could honestly have agreed upon 

"My own duty is equally clear,” b* 
went on. The Ia\y, Cbrough its admin 
istrators, must protect the public. B1 
virtue of my otfl.-e. 


FOURTEENTH INSTALLMENT 


should have died, too 
you shall die!" 

The gnarled hands clutched at June s 
full, white throat in murderous fury. 
But the spectral hands—bodiless, 
shadowy—were harmless against her 
warm, living flesh. 

Slowly the impotently murderous 
hands withdrew their grip. 

“My—my spirit hands have no pow¬ 
er against your human body!” he 
snarled. “I am helpless. It is my pun¬ 
ishment.” 

He bowed his head in his arms; his 
phantom body twitching with emotion. 
Then, turning abruptly, without so 
much as a backward look at the 
trance-held girl, he melted through the 
closed door and was gone. 

For a moment June remained as he 
had left her. Then she shuddered from 
head to heel. Her great dark eyes 
gradually opened. They were horror- 
filled and wild. 

Dazedly June got to her feet, glar¬ 
ing about the rocm in abject fright 
She moved uncertainly, a step or two. 
Then her tense nerves giving away, 
she shrieked aloud and reeled to the 
floor in a dead faint. 

Mary and Lamar, at sound of her 
cry. rushed headlong into the room. 
They flew to her aid, applying such re¬ 
storatives as were within reach. Pres¬ 
ently, the swooning girl came to her¬ 
self. Looking up, she encountered the 
nurse’s loving, frightened old face. 

“Oh, Mary!” she gasped, trembling 
all over, “I've had such an awful 
dream! Such a horrible dream. Mary! 
If—if it was a dream! If it was a 
dream! ” 


JUDGMENT DAY 


Of course, It was a dream—a vision 
bred of terror, of suspense, of long- 
continued nerve strain. At least so 
June always tried, in later days, to 
make herself believe. 

But she had not been aware of fall¬ 
ing asleep. She was sitting there In 
the squalid little living room of the 
flat; brooding miserably over the fu¬ 
ture; and, seemingly, wide awake. 
Yet, unconsciously, as she sat there, 
she may have dozed. 

For, as clearly as ever In her life 
she had beheld anything, she saw. 
“Circle Jim” Borden come into the 
room. 

Yes, “Circle Jim” Borden, whose 
mortal body had been lying in the pot¬ 
ters’ field this many a day. 

“June,” breathed the wraith’s voice, 
*1 am your father—your father, who 
died. There is no death, save to the 
body. And I have come back to you. 
I have come back, because I cannot 
rest. You alone can give me rest, my 
daughter.” 

He paused. And still that strange 
paralysis held June spellbound. 

“I Bought to wipe out forever the 
Red Circle curse 


Lamar eyed her in wonder. Then his 
gaze fell to her right hand. The Red 
Circle was blazing on it like a fiery 
meteor. 

Max’s heart went out to the afflicted 
girl, in a great rush of tenderness. 

“Tonight, at eight, then,” he said, 
curtly. “Come along, Gordon. We’ve 
a lot to arrange.” 

June’s fevered gayety carried her 
through the rest of the day, through 
the ordeal of hasty packing and other 
preparation for her flight. 

As eight o'clock struck, the trunks 
and suitcases were at last-ready. Mary 
and June tensely awaited the coming 
of Gordon and Lamar. 

"I’m going to the front room,” said 
Mar?', “and try to get a glimpse of 
them. I do hope they haven’t made a 
bctch of tying up that police fellow 
out there—the nasty spy!” 

June left alone, looked around to 
see if anything had been forgotten In 
the haste of packing. And, as the 
scrutiny ended, she chanced to notice 
the Red Circle pulsing on her hand. 
She gazed at it, in a new horror. And, 
as she looked, the wild elation begaa- 
to ebb from her brain. 

“He said,” she murmured, half aloud. 
“He said—my—my father said—I 
could wipe out the curse, by will pow¬ 
er. He said I could conquer—and I 
shall!” 

Long she stood there, her eyes fixed 
on her handback. 

“I can conquer, by will power. And, 
God helping me, I shall!” 

Presently, the conflict ceased, as 
suddenly as It had begun. The beauti¬ 
ful face w r as calm again—deadly pale, 
hut illumined by a new strength it 

She looked 


I sought it by end¬ 
ing the lives of those who bore that 
curse. But I failed 


You escaped me.” 

The voice was tinged with a tender 
longing as again the wraith spoke: 

“June—my little girl, whom I never 
knew, in life—you must help me. You, 
and you alone, can aid me new. I 
cannot rest until the circle is forever 
gone. While the curse endures, my 
torture must endure. I long for rest— 
for eternal sleep. But there can fee 
no rest for the dead while their evil 
deeds live on. My sins live on in you, 
poor daughter of mine. And you alone 
can crush the awful power of the Red 
Circle and give me rest. Your fate is 
in your own hands. Not only your 
fate, but mine. You have the power, 
if you will but exert it, to save us. 
You alone. You can give me the rest 
I crave. 

“I was brought up to crime—to reck¬ 
lessness—to the companionship of out¬ 
casts,” went on Borden. “There were 


Charles Gordon, in the lounging 
room of his club, read and reread the 
flaring headlines that told of June 
Travis’ arrest on the Red Circle 
charge. 

The lawyer was muttering to him¬ 
self: 

"Guilty or not—she saved me from 
prison. No girl with eyes like hers 
is a criminal. If—if it wasn’t for 
this damnable embezzlement charge 
against me, I’d defend her. 

I could get Farwell tc admit I’m inno¬ 
cent, I could practice again. And I be¬ 
lieve I could clear her. But Farwell 


it is my preroga 
tive to decide to what extent you art 
a menace to the public; and to act ae 
cordingly. Whil e there can be cr 
reasonable doubt that you committed 
the crimes wl erewlth you werr 


Mrs. Travis Created a Painful Scene in Court. 


Of course I’m not. I’m going to 
If cnly prosecute her tc the bitter end. The 
thief!” 

Chief Allen interposed his muscular 
bulk between the two men, just In 
time to prevent Gordon from flying at 
his enemy’s throat. 

Next morning, as soon as he could 
find cut where she was living, Gordon 
wont tc June’s apartment and offered 
his services as her counsel in the ap¬ 
proaching trial. Gratefully. June ac¬ 
cepted the offer, being familiar with 
the reports of his legal skill. 

He cut short her thanks by saying: 
"And now, if you don’t mind. Miss 
Travis, we’ll go over the case, to¬ 
gether; step by step. If Farwell is 
the only complainant against you, I’ve 
a notion I can shut him up by threats 
of a perjury charge. You know he 
swore falsely against me. If there are 
no other complaints, you are as good 
as freed.” 

But there were other complainants. 
Plenty of them, as Max Lam^r and 
Chief Allen were at that very moment 
finding out. 

Max had dropped into the t-hiefs 
private office for a chat with his old 
friend, and to try to enlist his kid in 
June’s behalf. But he found Allen ae 
firm as a rock, in the matter of bring¬ 
ing the Red Circle criminal to jus¬ 
tice.' 

“I’d like tc see it your way. Max,” 
said the chief. "But I can’t. Tin an 
officer of the law. The law has been 
violated. And it’s up to me to do all 
I can to punish the violator. I’m »*or- 
ry. You’ve got eloquence enough to 
move anyone but a veteran thief-taker. 
But I—” 

“No, I haven’t,” denied Lamar, mis¬ 
erably. “I can’t even sway the feel¬ 
ings of one cranky fool of a woman.” 

"What woman?” asked the chief, 
curiously. 

"Mrs. Travis,” growled Lamar. “She 
came tc my office this morning. She 
remembered I was present when Ted 
Borden was asphyxiated by old ‘Circle 
Jim.’ She knew I’d had some expe¬ 
rience with the boy. before that He 
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relieved. I’ve a notion she’s going to 
try tc belt and that Max Lamar’s go¬ 
ing to try to help her do it.” 

The plain-clothes man was off, like 
a sleuth hound. He found the double 
task unexpectedly easy. For Lamar 
was making for June’s apartment as 
fast as he could go. 

The crime specialist vanished Into 
the apartment house doorway without 
once turning around. And the plain¬ 
clothes man lounged idly against a 
tree across the street; smugly certain 
that he had not been observed. 

Now it happened that Max Lamar 
was cne of the most brilliant detec¬ 
tives in America. 

The sixth sense, so common to born 
man-hunters, had told him, before he 
had gone a hundred yards from police 
headquarters, that he was followed. 
He had not turned around to verify 
this belief. Partly because there was 
no need to. Partly because he did not 
wane to put his pursuer on guard. 

But, the moment he entered the 
front door of the apartment house, his 
careless demeanor changed. Stepping 
quickly to one side, so that he was 
no longer in view from the street, he 
turned and moved along the sidewall 
of the hallway, toward the front door, 
again, and presently he came to a 
window that overlooked the sidewalk. 

Flattening himself against the wall, 
he peeped around the edge of the win¬ 
dow frame, for one brief second, only 
a sm all portion of his head showing. 

That single glimpse told him all he 
wanted to know. He saw the plain- 


lished—to the c« art’s satisfaction, a.i 
least—that thosi crimes were com 
mltted under th4 rtress of a certait 
psychic influence. The court is alsf 
convinced that tfc tt evil influence n< 
longer exists. It s the court’s belie* 
that the influence will not return, an-* 
that you will thus »;e no longer a meir 
ace to society. 

“Therefore, I he reoy release you, or 
parole—in the cui tody of Mrs. Travii? 


He glanced up quickly. A man had 
hurried into the room and was speak¬ 
ing excitedly to a litle knot of idlers 
who sat near the door. 

"Well!” Gordon heard the newcom¬ 
er saying, 


I think Silas Farwell has 
about paid his debt to those employees 
of his that he’s been swindling.” 

“What’s up?” asked Gordon, joining 
the group. 

“I heard this morning that a crowd 
of them tried to storm his office again, 
to make him settle. He had a lot of 
roughneck guards, who scattered them. 
But just now. 


had never before known 
at her hand. 

The Red Circle had vanished; never 
again to return. 

Into the apartment hurst Lamar and 
Gordon, with Mary at their heels. 

“We got him!” cried Lamar. "We 
got him, June! We slipped up on him 
from behind, just as we’d arranged. 
He’s tied and gagged; and he’s 
strapped, hand and foot, to a telegraph 
pole in the darkest part of the alley. 
Are you ready, sweetheart? We’ve no 
time to waste.” 

“Thank you. Max,” she said, gently. 
“Thank you, both, from the bottom of 
my heart, for all you’ve done and all 
you’ve risked for me tonight. But—” 

"There’s no time for thanks. Miss 
Travis,” interrupted Gordon. "And 
we don’t ask for thanks, either of us. 
Hurry! We must be off, before—” 

"I am not going!” said June, very 
quietly, yet her face glorified by a 
new light from within. 

“What?” cried Lamar. “Not going? 
But—” 

“I am going to stay here,” she made 
smiling answer, “and face my trial!” 


The remainder of his speech waj 
drowned in a tumult of applause that 
the court made no imperative effor* 
to check. 


as he was coming here 
from his factory, for lunch, a lot of 
the strikers mobbed his auto.” 

“Did they get him? Or—?” 

"I don’t know. I saw part of the 
row, from the club steps. It was no 
affair of mine, to interfere. Let him 
pay for his crookedness, for all I 
care. He—” 

The speaker was interrupted by the 
entrance of Farwell ‘himself—hatless, 
disheveled, panting. 

“I—I got clear from them!” hoarse¬ 
ly panted the fugitive, as he dashed 
into the rcom and slammed the door 
behind him. 

He was shaking with fear. 

Then Gordon, recognizing the value 
of the psychological moment, leaped 
forward and seized Farwell by the torn 
coat lapels. 

thundered Gordon, 


A year dragged by. A long, bittei 
year to Max Lanar, who had found 
himself unable to shake June’s re 
solve, and who, to keep his promise 
had forced himself to remain at a dir 
tance from her. 

One early sprhig day he sat In hi 
private office, l stlessly going *ve 
some papers In a case he was prepar 
ing. The warmtj and beauty of tb< 
day called to hill, through the opei 
window. But he nave it no heed an* 1 
worked on, with 01 heavy heart. 

The office door « pened, slowly, as ii 
pushed by timid ill gers. Max did not 
turn his head. 

Suddenly, two soft band* wer« 
pressed across his tyea; and his head 
was gently drawn b ick against a wom¬ 
an’s breast With m unbelieving crj 
of utter Joy he spri ng to his feet 

The next instant June Travis wai 
in his arms. 

“Max!” she faltered, when at la®* 
he let her speak. "I’ve—I’ve corne¬ 
as I promised—to tell you the Retf 
Circle is gone and that It will never 
come back. And—and to ask you if 
you'd—if you’d care to replace It— 
with another circle? A gold one, thl» 
time, dear—with—with a dlaxnoa f 

itl” ._ 

(THE FND.) 


Max and Mary Went to Her Aid. 

but two clean influences in all my life 
—my mother and the wife I adored. 
My mother died before I could under¬ 
stand how much it would have meant 
to her if I had learned to live the life 
she wished me to. My wife could have 
saved me, through love. But she died. 
She died when you were born. And 
after that Dcthing mattered to me. I 
went on and on, to the end.” 

A spasm of pain marred his rugged 
face. 

“With you it was different. From 
babyhood, you were surrounded by 
every influence for good. Every pew- 


“Silas Farwell! 
his face close to the frightened man 
“Confess 


embezzlement 
charge you made against me was false! 
Confess it was a conspiracy—that you 
lied!” 

The onlookers remained outwardly 
neutral; only pressing closer about 
the two, as if net wishing to miss a 
single detail cf the scene. 

“Confess!” ordered Garden again. 

Farwell, gasping, panting, in utter 
confusion of mind and body, blinked 


Three months later, the most sen¬ 
sational criminal trial in the history 
of the city began—the trial of June 
Travis on the Red Circle charges. 

Both Lamar and Gordon had moved 
heaven and earth In her behalf. But 
the ugly fact of her guilt remained un¬ 
shaken. Max had besought her to 




































